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THE 

DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

DOUBTED  ! 

Next  morning  it  was  authoritatively  announced 
to  the  fashionable  world  that  the  Duke  of 
Powysland  had  gone  off  to  Norway  alone  for 
six  weeks'  salmon- fishing,  and  that  the  Duchess 
would  remain  by  herself  for  the  present  in  her 
temporary  home  in  Onslow  Gardens. 

But  in  the  servants'  hall  unofficial  voices 
whispered  freely  how,  the  evening  before,  while 
Ruggles  was  arranging  tho  flowers  in  the 
dining-room,  and  William  attonding  to  the  gas 
on  the  stairs,  the  Duchess  had  swept  out  of 
the  library,  where  she  had  been  with  the  Duke, 
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for  all  the  world  '  like  ii  play-actress/  as  the 
butler  phrased  it ;  and  how  his  grace's  voice 
had  been  heard  calling  loudly  after  her,  in  no 
measured  tones,  *  I  know  where  I  stand  now, 
then.     I  know  how  you've  betrayed  me.' 

There's  no  place  on  earth  like  a  servants' 
hall  for  the  evolution  of  gossip  ;  and  in  less 
than  three  days  those  ominous  words,  in  all 
their  possible  bearings,  had  been  discussed  and 
threshed  out  half  a  dozen  times  over  by  the 
whole  household,  while  endless  varying  in- 
terpretations had  been  put  upon  them  by  every 
one  of  its  individual  members.  For  the  Duke 
had  found  out  that  her  grace  had  betrayed  him  I 

Meanwhile,  the  Duchess  remained  in  soli- 
tarv  state  in  Onslow  Gardens ;  and  Elizabeth 
Woodward,  slimmest  and  discreetest  of  lady's- 
maids,  waited  assiduously  upon  her  in  her 
temporary  widowhood. 

The  more  Linda  saw  of  Elizabeth  the  better 
she  liked  her.  There's  nothing  a  capable 
woman  admires  so  much  as  capabihty  in 
others ;  and  the  new  maid  was  almost  as 
capable  in  her    own  way  as    Linda   herself. 
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She  moved  about  the  room  so  noiselessly ; 
she  saw  what  was  wanted  so  quickly  ;  she 
anticipated  every  contingency  so  intelligently 
and  well,  that  Linda  felt  something  very  like 
real  friendship  for  her  dove-eyed  attendant. 
The  Duchess,  of  course,  stood  in  need  of 
sympathy.  Strong  and  self-reliant  though  she 
was,  she  was  still  a  woman,  and  it  was  no 
small  trial  to  her  that  her  husband  should 
have  thus  gone  off,  in  the  first  year  of  her 
marriage,  on  an  insufficient  pretext,  in  a  fit  of 
jealous  anger,  and  left  her  alone  in  that  dreary 
town  house,  to  be  a  subject  of  whispered  gossip 
for  hall  the  inquisitive  quidnuncs  of  London. 
She  was  too  proud  to  show  it,  of  course. 
Linda  could  never  wear  her  heart  o  i  her 
sleeve,  no  matter  what  happened  ;  but  sIk^ 
felt  the  slight  none  the  less  bitterly  in  her  own 
inmost  soul,  and  often  on  evenings  when  she 
didn't  dine  out  she  sat  by  herself  in  that  daint}' 
little  boudoir,  absorbed  in  thought,  and  won- 
dered what  end  it  might  all  portend — what 
sort  of  married  life  might  henceforth  be  in 
store  for  her. 
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Now,  all  these  things  Elizabeth  Woodward 
divined  with  silent  attentiveness  ;  and  though 
she  never  said  a  word  to  her  mistress  that 
might  seem  overtly  to  acknowledge  the  trouble 
in  which  Linda  was  involved,  she  gave  her 
none  the  less  that  quiet  and  soothing  sort  of 
nuite  sympathy  which  is  expressed  only  by 
gentle  action,  soft  speech,  and  the  constant 
instinctive  avoidance  of  anything  that  could 
suggest  unhappy  trains  of  thought  or  un- 
pleasant reminiscences. 

'  Elizabeth,' Linda  said  to  her  new  maid 
one  day,  in  a  sudden  access  of  gratitude  for  her 
unspoken  kindliness,  '  I  declare,  I  like  better 
to  be  up  here  alone  in  my  own  room  with  you 
than  with  anyone  else  in  all  London.  You're 
a  lady  at  heart — that's  what  makes  me  like 
you  so.' 

A  hot  flush  rose  red  on  the  maid's  cheek  as 
she  answered,  bending  low  over  her  mistress's 
hair  to  hide  the  tears  that  filled  her  eyes, 
*  Thank  you  very  much.  Duchess.  You're  far 
too  kind.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  some- 
how feel  as  if  I'd  never  met  anybody  in  the 
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world  I  could  take  to  as  I've  taken  to  you. 
You  make  me  feel  better  than  anybody  else 
ever  did.  You  make  me  feel  I  should  like  to 
be  like  you,  you're  so  good  and  kind  and  con- 
siderate to  everybody.'  And  she  held  her 
breath  hard,  and  fell  for  the  rest  of  that  even- 
ing's work  into  a  silent  reverie. 

During  those  six  weeks  while  Bertie  was 
away,  Linda  went  out  but  little,  and  that 
little  only  just  enough  to  save  appearances 
and  prevent  scandal.  If  she  were  to  shut 
herself  up  in  the  house  altogether,  and  refuf^e 
all  invitations  from  no  matter  what  quarter, 
people  would  say  something  had  gone  wrong 
internally  in  the  Powysland  family.  Noblesse 
oblige,  and  if  you  are  a  Duchess  you  must 
*  behdve  as  such,'  by  bearing  your  fair  share 
in  the  festivities  of  society.  So  Linda  accepted 
a  few  unavoidable  engagements,  and  drove  out 
from  time  to  time  in  that  horrid  recurrent 
treadmill  of  the  park,  just  to  make  a  show  of 
being  still  in  London,  and  of  not  being  ashamed 
to  appear  openly.  On  two  or  three  such 
occasions  when  she  quitted  the  house,  her  eye 
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happened  to  fall  upon  an  idle-looking  man  in 
a  gray  felt  liat,  loafing  loose  about  the  gardens  ; 
and  her  attention  being  once  directed  to  him, 
she  observed  at   last  from  the   drawing-room 
window  that  this  man  was  pretty  constantly 
lounging  close  by,   in  the  roadway  outside  ; 
nay,  more,  that  he  seemed  to  be  relieved  at 
intervals  by  another  unpleasant  person  in  a 
rough  pea-jacket,   to  whom  he   nodded    dis- 
tantly and  unobtrusively   when    they  passed 
one  another  at  the  street  corner.      She  noticed 
also  with  some  surprise  that  one  or  other  of  the 
same  two  seedy-looking  men  turned  up  acci- 
dentally now  and  again  in  the  park  whenever 
she  was  driving  there.     In   itself,   this  little 
recognition   didn't   at  first  disturb   her  equa- 
nimity ;  but  two  small  episodes  that  occurred 
shortly  after  gave  an  unexpected  importance 
in  her  eyes  to  the  shabbily-dressed  strangers. 
She    was   standing    one    morning    by    the 
window  of  her  bedroom,  shortly  after  breakfast, 
and  looking  out  into  the  street,  when  the  man 
with  the  gray  felt  hat  passed  by  opposite,  and 
WHS  presently  crossed  by  liis  companion  in  the 
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pea-jacket,  who  seemed  to  be  going  in  die 
other  direction.  Neither  spoke  a  word,  but 
each  had  a  glimmer  of  intelligence  in  his  eye 
as  he  passed,  which  to  Linda's  keen  apprehen- 
sion was  as  eloquent  as  volumes.  She  turned 
half  unconsciously  to  Elizabeth  Woodward, 
who  stood  a  little  away,  looking  out  also  from 
behind  the  curtains  ;  and,  to  her  great  surprise, 
Elizabeth  Woodward's  eyelids  dropped  sud- 
denly, and  a  very  pained  expression  came 
over  her  features.  In  a  moment,  Linda  saw 
her  maid  had  observed  the  men — not  for  the 
iirst  time — and  she  felt  sure  from  her  look 
that  Elizabeth  knew  what  errand  tliey  were 
sent  upon. 

The  Duchess  started. 

'  What  does  this  mean,  my  child  ?'  she 
cried,  with  a  little  tremor  of  presentiment. 

*  I  don't  know,'  Elizabeth  answered,  trem- 
bhng  violently.  'But  —  I  —  I've  noticed 
them  before,  more  than  once,  that's  all. 
They're  often  about,  on  the  watch,  in  the 
gardens.' 

*  You    don't    suppose     they're    burglars  ?' 
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J.inda  suggested,  glancing  rapidly  round  the 
room,  towards  the  place  where  she  kept  the 
Amberley  diamonds.  *  They're  not  watching 
the  house  intending  to  rob  us  while  the 
Duke's  away,  do  you  think,  Elizabeth  ?' 

*  Oh   dear  no  !'  EHzabeth   answered   with 
the   emphatic  confidence   of  one  who  knows. 

*  Burglars  wouldn't  show  themselves  openly 
like  that,  of  course.  They're  a  deal  too 
clever.  They'd  know  better  than  to  give 
anybody  such  a  clue  beforehand.  ...  I  wish 
to  goodness  I  thought  it  was  only  burglars.' 

*  Why,  what  can  they  be,  then  ?'  Linda 
exclaimed,  half  amused  and  half  frightened. 

*  What's  worse  than  housebreakers  ?' 

'  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,'  the  girl  answered 
with  a  faint  shudder.  '  But  they've  no  right 
to  be  hanging  about  here,  anyhow.  I'd  just 
like  to  give  them  a  piece  of  my  mind,  that's 
all,  skulking  around  like  that  where  yon  are, 
Duchess.' 

And  so  the  matter  dropped  for  the  moment. 

A  day  or  two  later,  however,  Linda  was 
out  in  the  park  in  her  victoria,  when  to  her 
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immense  surprise,  on  a  penny  seat  by  the 
side  of  the  drive,  she  saw  Douglas  Harrison, 
drawing  circles  with  his  stick  in  the  dust,  and 
looking  listlessly  on  at  the  monotonous  stream 
of  carriages  that  passed  and  repassed  him. 

It  took  her  aback,  because  she  knew 
Douglas  Harrison  had  never  been  a  consumer 
of  giddy  pennyworths  in  the  haunts  of 
fashion.  He  despised  the  park  and  all  that 
appertains  thereto.  Indeed,  to  say  the  truth, 
he  had  only  gone  out  there  that  particular 
afternoon  on  the  stray  chance  of  catching  a 
passing  glimpse  of  Linda.  It  was  foolish  of 
him,  he  knew,  but,  then,  it  was  only  friend- 
ship. Nevertheless,  he  felt  a  very  remark- 
able bound  of  his  heart  when  Linda's  green 
and  gold  livery  appeared  in  the  Drive.  Mere 
friendship  seldom  makes  on'  's  heart  beat 
quite  so  fast  as  that,  and  when  Linda 
herself,  seeing  him  rise  from  his  chair,  all 
aglow,  and  lift  his  hat  awkwardly,  pulled  up 
just  in  front  of  him  for  five  minutes'  chat, 
Douglas  felt  himself  raised  all  at  once  for  the 
moment  to  the  seventli  beaven. 
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Alas  for  the  brevity  of  human  happiness  ! 

As  he  stood  there,  talking,  beside  the  ducal 
carriage,  utterly  unconscious  of  the  honour 
which  would  have  turned  Basil  Maclaine's 
liead,  and  aw^are  only  of  Linda's  gracious 
smile  and  lier  friendly  presence,  he  happened 
to  notice  a  shabby-looking  man  in  a  gray  felt 
hat,  who  passed  carelessly  by,  swinging  a 
«hort  cane  in  his  hand,  and  whistling  a  tune 
to  himself  in  the  broad  May  sunshine.  A 
keen  look  of  satisfaction  lighted  up  the 
fellow's  eyes  as  he  glanced  sideways,  half 
stealthily,  at  Douglas  and  Linda.  The 
barrister  started  back  with  some  nameless 
sense  of  disgust,  and  at  the  very  same 
moment  Linda  caught  sight  of  the  unwel- 
come figure. 

'  Who  on  earth  can  that  man  be,  Mr. 
Harrison  ?'  she  asked,  leaning  forward  con- 
fidentially with  a  half-frightened  air.  '  Do 
you  know,  he's  always  lounging  around  our 
house  in  Onslow  Gardens.  He  makes  me 
quite  afraid,  he  has  such  a  jaunty  manner, 
and    yet    such  a  han<^'-dog  look   about   him. 
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But    I   somehow  fancied   you   seemed  to  re- 
cognise him/ 

'  You're  quite  right,'  Douglas  answered, 
immensely  impressed.  *  How  quick  you 
women  are,  to  be  sure,  at  reading  one's 
countenance !  I  have  seen  him  before.  To 
tell  you  the  truth,  Maclaine  and  I  often 
notice  him  or  another  man  on  the  watch  at 
Clandon  Street.  And  Maclaine  fancies  he's 
observed  them  once  or  twice  following  him 
up  and  do\^n  from  the  house  to  the  office  in 
Whitehall.' 

A  horrible  suspicion  flashed  all  at  once 
across  Linda's  mind — a  suspicion  too  horrible 
almost  for  her  to  believe  or  realize.  Could 
Bertie  have  set  on  these  hateful  men  to  dog 
her  steps  and  spy  out  her  actions  ?  But  no, 
no,  no  !  She  could  never  believe  it.  Bertie, 
whatever  else  he  might  be,  ^Yas  at  least  an 
English  gentleman.  He  would  surely  never 
expose  his  innocent  wife  to  such  an  unspeak- 
able, such  an  unthinkable,  indignity. 

Nevertheless,   she   bade   Douglas   a  hasty 
farewell,   and  telling  the  coachman  to  turn, 
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drove  home,  all  tremulous.  Wlieu  slie 
reached  the  house  she  saw  the  other  one  — 
the  man  in  the  pea-jacket — obviously  en- 
gaged in  watching  for  her  return.  It  was 
too,  too  horrible — too  bad  to  believe ;  yet 
she  could  hardly  doubt  it  any  longer  now. 
The  men  must  have  been  set  there  on  purpose 
to  spy  upon  her. 

She  went  up  to  her  own  room,  unattended, 
and  opened  the  door  softly.  There,  Elizabeth 
Woodward  was  looking  out  of  the  window, 
with  her  eyes  so  intently  fixed  on  that  hate- 
ful man  below  that  she  never  even  heard  her 
mistress  enter.  Linda  walked  on  tip-toe 
across  the  floor,  and  stood  just  behind  the 
girl,  as  she  strained  her  sight  to  see  the 
fellow  disappear  round  the  far  corner.  Eliza- 
beth started,  and  gave  a  little  scream.  Her 
eyes  were  full  of  tears.  Her  face  had  a  con- 
scious look.     Linda  turned  to  her  piteously. 

'  My  child,  my  child.'  she  cried,  *  who  are 
these  men  ?  Tell  me  -do  tell  me !  You 
know  them  !     You  know  them  !' 

Elizabeth   sank  down  on   a  chair,    buried 


DOUBTED!  13 

her  face  in  her  hands,  and   began   at  once  to 
cry  bitterly. 

*  I  don't  know  them/  she  answered  through 
her  sobs ;  *  but  I  know  who  they  are.  I've 
seen  them  before.  I  can't  keep  the  truth 
from  you  any  longer,  dear  Duchess.  They're 
private  detectives.' 

*  So  I  thought,'  Linda  said  slowly,  with  a 
new  and  creeping  sense  of  personal  degrada- 
tion. '  Oh,  Elizabeth,  Elizabeth,  it's  very, 
very  cruel  of  him  !' 

The  girl  rose,  and  flung  her  arms  wildly 
round  the  Duchess's  neck. 

'  Oh,  you're  too,  too  good  !'  she  cried,  in  a 
passionate  outburst  of  sobs.  *  You  poor  dear, 
you  poor  dear !  What  shall  I  ever  do  '! 
You  make  me  so  ashamed  of  myself!' 

Another  hateful  doubt  rose  up  all  unbidden 
in  Linda's  breast.  Suspicion  makes  one  so 
suspicious  in  return.  What  could  the  girl 
mean^'  *  Oh,  Elizabeth,'  she  exclaimed, 
clapping  her  hand  to  her  forehead  in  her 
agony  of  suspense,  '  don't  tell  me  that ! 
Don't  say  you,  too,  are  against  me  !     Don't 
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siiy  lie  1)11 1  you  here  to  spy  upon  me  and  keep 
watch  over  me  !' 

The  ^irl  started  back  in  another  sudden 
burst  of  fierce  emotion.  *  Oh  no  ;  not  that !' 
she  cried,  trembhng  like  an  aspen  leaf. 
'  Never  that,  thank  Heaven  !  Not  treacher- 
ous, not  treacherous  !  Dear  Duchess,  dear 
lady,  don't  ever  believe  that  about  me.  I'm 
bad  enough  already,  I  know — oh,  so  bad,  so 
wicked  ! — but  I  wouldn't  do  that ;  no,  not  for 
the  universe.  I  wouldn't  hurt  you  or  spy 
upon  you,  not  if  it  was  to  save  my  life. 
Why,  I  love  you,  Duchess !  Nobody  ever 
spoke  kindly  to  me  or  treated  me  yet  as 
you've  always  treated  me.  I've  got  a  good 
side  to  my  nature  still,  bad  as  I  am,  thank 
God  !  and  you've  played  upon  that  good  side  as 
nobody  ever  played  upon  it  in  my  life  till  now. 
I  wouldn't  do  a  thing  to  harm  you,  not  for  all 
the  world.  Oh,  my  lady,  my  lady,  I  love  you, 
I  love  you  !'  And,  to  Linda's  immense  sur- 
prise, the  poor  sobbing  creature  flung  herself 
wildly  at  her  feet,  and  laid  her  head  in  her 
lap,  laughing  and  crying  long  and  violently. 
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Before  Linda  had  time  to  think  what  this 
could  all  mean,  however,  a  strange  thrill  ran 
visibly  through  her  maid's  body.  Her  head 
fell  sideways,  and  her  face  grew  deadly  white 
and  bloodless.  Linda  touched  her  hands. 
They  were  cold  as  a  stone.  In  a  moment 
the  truth  dawned  upon  her :  Elizabeth  had 
fainted.  She  was  desperately  ill.  This  w^as 
no  hysterical  bout,  no  passing  ailment.  Tn 
an  emergency  Linda  always  did  the  right 
thing  instinctively.  She  lifted  her  maid  up 
in  those  strong,  round  arms  of  hers,  laid  her 
gently  on  the  bed  as  one  might  lay  a  sick 
child,  put  a  little  eau-de-Cologne  on  her 
cheeks  and  forehead,  fanned  her  with  a 
Japanese  fan,  snatched  at  random  from  the 
mantelpiece,  and  rang  the  bell  loudly  for 
brandy  and  the  doctor. 

When  the  doctor  came,  he  pronounced  it  at 
once  far  more  than  a  mere  fainting  fit.  The 
girl  had  gone  on  battling  against  disease  too 
long.  She  was  seriously,  not  to  say  danger- 
ously, ill.  In  fact,  if  her  grace  wasn't  afraid 
to  hear  it,  this  was  typhoid  fever. 


CHAPTEK  XXXIV. 

MISS  woodward's  secret. 

For  three  or  four  weeks  Linda  nursed  her 
maid  with  unceasing  care  through  that  terrible 
attack  as  she  would  have  nursed  a  sister. 
Night  and  day  she  watched  tenderly  by  the 
girl's  bedside,  gave  her  medicine  and  food, 
bathed  her  with  her  own  hands,  and  soothed 
and  petted  her  as  one  pets  a  frightened  child, 
in  her  paroxysms  of  delirium. 

Not  that  Elizabeth  Woodward  herself  per- 
mitted it.  Time  after  time,  looking  up  pale 
and  tearful  from  her  feverish  pillow,  she  be- 
sought her  mistress  with  earnest  entreaty  to 
leave  her.  She  wasn't  worthy  of  being  so 
much  cared  for,  she  cried  ;  if  only  the  Duchess 
knew  all — and  there  she  always  broke  off  short, 
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with  a  stifled  sigh  and  a  look  of  profound 
meaning.  Whatever  it  might  be,  Linda  was 
certain  the  girl  had  something  on  her  mind  ; 
but  the  very  crisis  of  a  dangerous  fever  was 
not,  she  wisely  concluded,  the  best  moment  in 
the  world  to  investigate  its  nature. 

While  her  maid  was  ill,  too,  Linda  went 
out  but  very  little.  The  servants,  to  be  sure, 
in  their  self-despising  way,  were  scandalized 
that  her  grace  should  shut  herself  up  for 
whole  days  at  a  time  just  to  nurse  a  young 
woman  of  their  own  class  through  a  severe 
illness — a  paid  girl  from  the  hospital  would 
have  done  it  quite  as  well — but  Linda  didn't 
much  mind  their  righteous  indignation.  To 
dowagers  who  called  and  expressed  their 
disapproval  of  such  levelling  ways,  she  said 
quite  frankly  she  was  engaged  in  looking  after 
her  maid,  to  whom  she  had  taken  a  great 
personal  fancy ;  and  she  added  that,  not 
having  herself  been  born  a  Duchess,  she  con- 
sidered Elizabeth  Woodward  quite  as  human 
as  anybody  else  in  the  whole  circle  of  her 
acquaintance.     The  girl   interested  her,   and 
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she  liked  to  take  care  of  her.  She  had  a 
professional  nurse  in  from  an  institute  as  well, 
of  course,  to  lighten  the  heavy  night  duty; 
but  she  herself  tended  the  patient  in  person 
for  the  greater  part  of  the  day,  and  took  turns, 
as  well,  in  sitting  up  now  and  again  with  her 
when  the  fever  was  at  its  highest. 

Among  those  who  called  once  or  twice 
during  Bertie's  absence,  to  Linda's  great  dis- 
comfiture, for  more  reasons  than  one,  was 
Basil  Maclaine.  That  eager  young  man 
couldn't  resist  the  chance  of  thus  making  the 
most  of  his  acquaintance  with  a  Duchess. 
His  attentions  put  Linda  in  a  most  awkward 
predicament.  On  the  one  hand  she  could  no 
longer  conceal  from  herself  the  humiliating 
fact  that  she  was  being  closely  watched  by 
her  husband's  orders,  and  by  two  trained  detec- 
tives ;  nor  could  she  pretend  to  doubt,  after 
what  Douglas  Harrison  had  told  her,  that 
Basil  Maclaine  himself  was  almost  certainly 
the  object  of  the  Duke's  insane  jealousy. 
On  the  other  hand,  her  own  self-respect  made 
it  absolutely  impossible    for  her  to  hint  to 
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Basil,  however  indirectly,  that  he  should  dis- 
continue his  visits.  She  owed  it  to  herself, 
she  felt,  under  these  painful  circumstances,  to 
behave  to  him  exactly  as  she  would  behave  to 
any  other  casual  acquaintance,  neither  making 
much  nor  little  of  him,  but  receiving  him 
when  he  came  as  she  received  all  other  inci- 
dental callers.  Yet  she  knew  all  the  time 
that  each  such  visit  was,  no  doubt,  being 
carefully  recorded  in  writing  against  her,  and 
that  Bertie,  on  his  return  from  Norway,  would 
probably  put  the  very  worst  possible  interpre- 
tation upon  them. 

It's  a  terrible  thing  to  be  innocent,  and 
yet  to  know  yourself  suspected.  Nobody  in 
such  a  case  can  ever  act  quite  naturally. 
The  very  sense  of  innocence,  coupled  with 
the  knowledge  of  the  suspicions  against  one, 
gives  rise  to  an  awkward  self-consciousness 
which  looks  like  guilt  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
Even  the  servants  noticed  that  her  grace  was 
perturbed  whenever  Mr.  Maclaine  called; 
and,  putting  her  obvious  uneasiness  side  by 
side  with  the  Duke's  last  words  on  quitting 
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the  house,  they  made  such  mischief  out  of 
the  coincidence  as  only  upper  class  servants, 
with  time  hanging  heavily  on  their  hands  in 
the  servants'  hall,  ever  know  how  to  make 
for  innocent  people. 

Elizabeth  Woodward's  illness  was  long  and 
severe.  At  one  time  it  seemed  as  if  she 
would  never  get  better.  During  those  doubt- 
ful days,  while  she  hovered  between  life  and 
death,  so  the  butler  reported,  a  well-dressed 
man,  giving  the  name  of  Jones,  had  called 
frequently  at  the  door  to  inquire  after  Miss 
Woodward's  condition.  He  was  a  very 
respectable  man,  the  butler  said  emphatically 
— in  fact,  quite  the  gentleman — and  he 
seemed  to  take  on  a  good  deal  about  Miss 
Woodward's  illness,  and,  being  so  thin, 
might  never  get  over  it ;  which  last  remark, 
though  grammatically  referable  to  the  very 
respectable  man,  was  rightly  interpreted  by 
Linda  as  intended  on  the  butler's  part  for  an 
expression  of  sympathy  and  respect  towards 
the  amiable  patient.  But  when  Linda  told 
the  sick  girl  of  Mr.  Jones's  polite  inquiries. 
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Elizabeth  only  buried  her  face  in  her  hands 
deeper  than  ever  in  her  remorse,  and  cried 
out  energetically  that  as  long  as  she  lived  she 
didn't  ever  want  to  see  anything  more  of  that 
dreadful  creature. 

It  was  evident,  then,  that,  whatever  the 
mystery  might  be  about  Elizabeth  Woodward, 
Mr.  Jones  must  in  some  way  be  very  closely 
connected  with  it.  Linda,  looking  at  the  poor 
girl's  refined  and  lady-like  face,  drew  at  once 
her  own  natural  conclusion.  There  are  so 
many  such  tragedies  in  the  world  around  us, 
and  the  unknown  Mr.  Jones,  she  thought  to 
herself  with  a  sigh,  only  differed  from  the 
heroes  (or  villains)  of  most  of  them  in  this, 
that  at  least  he  had  the  grace  to  come  and 
inquire  after  the  health  of  his  victim. 

And  that,  Linda  supposed,  was  the  simple 
meaning  of  Elizabeth  Woodward's  many  broken 
remarks  about  her  own  supposed  unutterable 
wickedness.  Such  wickedness  as  hers  Linda 
could  easily  forgive.  The  Duchess  was  not 
one  of  those  good  women  who  make  of  their 
own    virtue    a    pedestal  of   self-righteousness 
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from  which  to  look  down  with  scorn  and 
contempt  upon  the  slips  of  all  their  less 
fortunate  sisters. 

At  last,  after  a  long  struggle,  the  patient 
began  to  mend.  What  made  her  convalescence 
slower  and  more  difficult  than  usual,  the 
doctor  thought,  was  the  severe  mental  trouble 
she  seemed  to  be  enduring.  As  far  as  Linda 
could  judge,  indeed,  her  maid  was  passing 
through  a  long-drawn  agony  of  remorse  and 
shame.  More  than  once  the  poor  girl  started 
up  in  her  bed  and  began  to  speak,  as  if  she 
meant  to  unburden  her  heart  of  its  load  of 
grief  in  one  wild  outburst  of  spontaneous 
confession  ;  and  then  her  courage  would  break 
down  again,  and  she  shrank  once  more  within 
herself,  unconfessed,  and  sobbed  herself  faint 
with  her  suppressed  emotion.  Linda  en- 
couraged her,  as  much  as  she  could,  to  lay  bare 
her  breast  and  tell  all  her  secret,  whatever  it 
might  be  ;  but  Elizabeth  was  too  afraid  or  too 
profoundly  ashamed  of  herself  to  venture  on 
such  an  unburdening.  Nothing  her  mistress 
could  say  would  induce  her  to  speak  out  the 
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fulness  of  her  heart.  She  lay  on  her  bed  and 
moaned,  and  deplored  her  own  wickedness, 
for  hours  at  a  time,  so  that  the  doctor  declared 
she  would  never  get  well  till  she  had  relieved 
her  mind  of  the  grievous  load  that  was  op- 
pressing it. 

In  spite  of  the  doctor,  however,  Elizabeth 
Woodward  slowly  mended.  Day  after  day 
her  strength  returned,  and  she  began  to  sit  up, 
and  to  feel  like  herself  again.  At  length,  one 
morning  as  she  lay  on  the  couch,  with  the 
window  open  and  the  sunlight  streaming  in, 
Linda  suggested  gently  that,  as  soon  as  she 
was  able  to  move,  they  might  run  down 
together  for  a  change  of  air  to  Hastings  or 
Bournemouth. 

The  bare  suggestion  seemed  to  throw  back 
the  poor  worn  and  wasted  girl  into  a  perfect 
paroxysm  of  delirious  fever.  *  Oh  no,'  she 
cried  energetically,  raising  herself  up  on  her 
elbows,  *  I  could  never  do  that.  Duchess. 
I  could  never  do  that.  I've  been  more  than 
enough  expense  and  anxiety  already  to  you, 
I'm  ashamed  of  how  I've   troubled   you.     I 
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won't  go  away.     I'll  go  back  at  once  ...  to 
my  own  people.* 

*  To  your  own  people  !'  Linda  echoed  in 
mild  surprise.  '  I  didn't  know  you  had  any  ! 
But  why  to  your  own  people,  dear  ?  If  you 
won't  let  me  send  you  to  Bournemouth,  why 
go  away  at  all  ?  Why  not  stop  here  where 
you  are,  and  where  we  are  all  so  anxious  to 
nurse  you  well  and  make  you  happy  ?' 

But  the  patient  only  shook  her  head  very 
sadly,  with  intense  determination,  and  re- 
peated once  more,  in  a  dreamy  tone  : 

*  I  must  go  home  at  once  ...  to  my  own 
people.' 

*  Where  do  your  people  live,  then  ?'  Linda 
asked,  with  some  curiosity.  *  In  the  country, 
I  hope.  Somewhere  that  you'd  get  nice 
pure  fresh  air  and  abundant  sunshine.' 

Elizabeth  shook  her  head  again  sadly,  and 
sighed. 

*  Oh  dear  no  !'  she  answered  with  a  very 
resigned  air.  '  Here  in  London.  Quite 
dark.     Almost  in  the  City.' 

'  Then  the  change  '11  do  you  no  good,  you 
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know,'  Linda  persisted  warmly.  *  Much 
better  go  with  me  down  to  Bournemouth. 
All  I  want  is  to  set  you  up  afresh  and  see 
you  well  once  more.  A  month  at  the  seaside, 
Dr.  Bellamy  says,  '11  do  just  wonders  for  y^  u/ 

'  Nothing  '11  do  wonders  for  m^,  except  to 
lie  quiet  in  the  grave,'  the  girl  answered 
excitedly,  with  another  of  her  passionate 
half -hysterical  outbursts.  '  And,  besides, 
they'll  want  me  back.  I  can't  stop  much 
longer.' 

'  And  how  long  do  you  think  you'll  be  at 
home  ?'  Linda  asked,  gently  soothing  her 
hand.  '  Perhaps  you  are  right,  dear.  Home 
nursing's  the  very  best  nursing  of  all.  Have 
you  a  mother  alive  ?  or  a  sister  ?  I  suppose 
you  have.  Well,  but  how  is  it,  if  they  live  in 
London,  they've  never  called  round — not 
once — to  inquire  about  you  ?' 

Elizabeth  let  her  head  fall  back  upon  the 
pillow  with  a  weary  air,  and  clasped  her  fore- 
head in  her  hands,  like  one  distracted. 

*0h  no,  dear  Duchess!'  she  cried,  in  an 
agony  of  shame.      '  Don't  talk  like  that !    I've 
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no  mother — no  sister.  I'm  alone  in  the 
world.  All  alone — ail  lonely.  And  when  I 
leave  this  house  once,  I  leave  it,  I  hope  to 
God,  for  good  and  always.' 

She  spoke  with  wild  force,  and  her  eyea 
looked  ghastly. 

*  Why,  my  child,  what  do  you  mean  ?' 
Linda  exclaimed,  taken  aback  and  chilled 
by  such  unexpected  vehemence.  It  sounded 
so  ungrateful.  *  After  all  our  nursing  and 
tending  you're  not  going  to  run  away  from  me 
at  once,  the  moment  you're  well — and  just  as 
I'm  beginning  to  like  you  and  appreciate  you.' 

*  That's  just  it,'  the  girl  cried,  clinging 
hard  to  her  mistress's  hand,  and  growing 
hotter  and  more  excited  in  her  talk  each 
momen^u.  *  That's  just  where  it  is,  don't 
you  see.  If  you  hadn't  been  so  kind  to  me, 
so  good,  so  sweet ;  if  you  hadn't  used  me  as 
if  I  were  made  of  flesh  and  blood  like  your- 
self;  if  you  hadn't  treated  me  a  great  deal 
more  like  your  sister  than  your  maid ;  if  you 
hadn't  sat  up  with  me,  and  nursed  me,  and 
watched  over  me,  and  prayed  for  me,  why, 
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I'd  have  stopped  on,  of  course,  in  this  place, 
like  all  the  rest  of  them,  and  let  things  come 
to  their  natural  end,  as  usual.  But  you've 
been  so  good  to  me,  so  good  to  me — oh,  you 
dear  kind  thing ! — you've  just  made  me  hate 
myself.  If  they  kill  me  for  it,  I  must  go  ;  I 
can't  stop  here  any  longer.  They  shall  do  their 
own  dirty  work  themselves  in  future.  No  matter 
what  comes  of  it,  I  shall  go  my  own  way :  I 
shall  leave  this  house  the  very  first  minute  I'm 
well  enough  to  stir  out  of  my  own  bedroom.' 
Linda  shook  her  head  helplessly. 

*  I  don't  understand  you  one  bit,'  she  cried, 
much  bewildered,  and  confident  the  girl  must 
be  wandering  in  her  mind  from  the  fever. 
*  You  mustn't  talk  any  more  now,  my  child — 
you're  far  too  weak.  I  can  see  you're  going 
off  into  pure  nonsense.' 

*  No,  I'm  not,'  the  maid  answered  fervently, 
seizing  her  mistress  by  the  neck,  and  drawing 
her  down  to  her  face  to  kiss  her  lips  passion- 
ately. *  I  know  what  I'm  saying,  and  you'll 
know    by-and-by.     You'll    know    and   you'll 

orgive    me.      You    mustn't   mind    about   a 
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month's  notice,  or  anything  else  like  that. 
We  can't  wait  for  that.  I'm  not  fit  to  be 
here,  and  the  moment  I'm  well  enough  to 
move  I'll  leave  you — I'll  leave  you  !  But  oh! 
Duchess,  if  ever  I  loved  anybody  in  my  life, 
I  love  you,  I  love  you,  I  love  you,  I  love 
you!'  And  she  clung  to  her  neck  as  if  she 
would  grow  there, 

Linda  smoothed  her  hair  with  her  hand,  and 
tried  to  compose  her  gently.  She  was  almost 
sure  now  this  was  the  merest  after-effect  of 
fever  and  delirium. 

That  evening,  about  eight  o'clock,  the 
butler  reported  to  her  grace,  Mr.  Jones  called 
again,  and  asked  anxiously  after  Woodward. 
He  begged  the  butler  to  tell  the  young 
woman  he  had  made  kind  inquiries.  The 
butler  did  so,  and  Woodward  received  the 
message,  as  he  afterwards  remarked,  *just  a 
little  bit  flustered  like.'  Mr.  Jones  was  a  very 
respectable-looking  man  indeed,  the  butler  re- 
peated— tall,  thin,  and  gentlemanly.  He  had 
a  slight  mark  on  his  right  cheek,  as  if  he'd 
been  wounded  or  cut  with  something  sharp  ; 
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but  otherwise,  the  butler  observed  once  more, 
he  was  quite  the  gentleman. 

Half  an  hour  later,  when  Linda  went  np  to 
see  her  maid  after  her  sleep,  she  found,  to  her 
great  surprise,  the  room  was  empty. 

That  was  all.  Nothing  was  gone  from  it, 
not  even  Elizabeth  Woodward's  box  ;  but  her 
clothes  had  disappeared,  and  she  herself  with 
them.  A  sprawling  pencilled  note,  in  a  shaky 
but  very  lady-like  hand,  was  fastened  on  the 
pincushion  : 

*  Dear  Duchess, — Good-bye.  You  have 
behaved  like  an  angel  to  me.  I  could  never 
stop  another  day  in  your  house  to  wrong  you 
further.  You  have  made  me  feel  as  I  never 
felt  in  my  life  before.    Forgive  me,  forgive  me  1 

'  Yours  gratefully, 

'Elizabeth.' 

The  only  explanation  Linda  could  possibly 
make  to  herself  of  this  strange  mystery  was 
that,  in  spite  of  her  disclaimer,  the  delicate 
maid  had  been  put  there,  like  the  detectives, 
by  Bertie,  to  spy  upon  her. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THE    DUKE    DELIBERATES. 

There's  nothing  like  solitude  for  a  man  with  a 
wrong  to  brood  over.  In  the  society  of  his 
fellows  the  edge  of  his  indignation  may  get 
worn  and  blunted  by  much  rubbing  against 
other  ideas ;  but  leave  him  alone  in  the  wilder- 
ness, with  his  own  thoughts,  and  he  will  feed 
his  resentment  undisturbed  till  it  usurps,  like 
some  monstrous  fungoid  growth,  the  whole 
vacant  field  of  his  emotional  nature.  The 
Montgomeries  had  all  something  of  the  insane 
temperament  in  them ;  and  the  insane  tempera- 
ment, above  all  others,  delights  in  such 
opportunities  for  nursing  unrestrained  its  grief 
or  its  anger.  It  dotes  on  self-concentration. 
So  six  weeks  in  Norway,  among  the  fiords  and 
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fells,  gave  the  last  of  the  house  ample  scope  for 
the  education  of  his  jealousy. 

The  Duke  had  nothing  to  do,  indeed,  but  to 
fish  and  to  think  about  Linda.  Fly-fishing 
allows  a  man  plenty  of  time  to  think;  and  the 
Duke  thought  mostly  (between  casts)  of  that 
woman  whom  he  had  taken  from  her  natural 
sphere  in  a  Bloomsbury  lodging-house  to  share 
the  burden  of  an  honour  unto  which  she  was 
not  born,  and  for  which,  as  his  jaundiced  eyes 
now  told  him,  she  was  never  fitted.  He  forgot, 
of  course,  when  he  talked  to  himself  internally 
of  the  Bloomsbury  lodging-house,  that,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  he  had  taken  his  wife  from  the 
most  brilliant  and  tasteful  of  New  York  salons, 
in  finitely  better  decorated  than  the  gloomy  old 
halls  of  Powysland  House,  or  Llanfyllin  Castle, 
and  that  her  money  had  enabled  him,  tem- 
porarily, to  retrieve  a  position  which  before  he 
married  her  had  become  all  but  hopeless.  We 
do  forget  these  unpleasant  little  distinctions 
when  once  we  allow  an  overpowering  passion 
to  gain  full  mastery  over  us  ;  and  the  Duke 
had  quite  enough  of  the  insane  temperament 
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innate  in  his  blood  to  be  wholly  swayed  just 
then  by  that  one  hereditary  passion  of  jealousy. 
At  the  close  of  his  six  weeks,  therefore, 
more  angry  than  ever,  he  returned  to  town, 
now  almost  empty,  at  the  tag- end  of  the 
season;  and  proceeded,  before  even  he  went 
home  to  Linda,  to  inspect  the  progress  of  the 
recent  improvements  at  Powysland  House 
itself  Great  works  in  decoration  and  re- 
furnishing had  long  been  going  on  there — at 
Linda's  expense,  of  course — that  woman  was 
doing  it.  She  had  given  Morris  and  Liberty 
carte  blanche^  with  her  new-fangled  notions,  to 
restore  the  forgotten  glories  of  the  old  Georgian 
Montgomeries.  Oriental  brasses  and  Persian 
tiles  now  adorned  the  walls.  Fresh  back- 
grounds of  stamped  leather  panelling  threw 
up  the  family  portraits  by  Romney  and  by 
Reynolds,  everything  in  the  latest  aesthetic 
style.  The  Duke  smiled  grimly  as  he  glanced 
at  the  peacock  hangings  and  the  pomegranate 
brocades,  bran-new  as  her  own  gentility, 
which  the  landlady  of  Clandon  Street  was 
lavishing   on   the  ancestral   home  of  all    the 
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house  of  Powysland.  Would  she  ever  live 
there  herself,  he  wondered,  to  enjo}'  to  the  full 
this  bastard  Yankee  magnificence  ?  Or  would 
Phillipps  and  Wardell's  private  inquiry  office 
set  all  doubts  at  rest  at  once  as  to  the  part  she 
was  playing  with  that  arch -rascal  Maclaine? — 
Maclaine,  who  strolled  down  so  calmly  to  the 
office  in  Whitehall  each  morning,  cigarette  in 
mouth,  all  unconscious  of  the  malign  web  an 
English  Duke  and  two  private  detectives  were 
weaving  merrily  round  his  unsuspicious  soul 
in  the  recesses  of  Belgravia. 

From  the  wail,  ten  generations  of  Mont- 
gomeries  smiled  blandly  down  upon  their  ill- 
starred  descendant.  The  Duke  looked  at  the 
stamped  leather  panels  by  their  side,  and  felt 
he  had  disgraced  them.  Charles  Stuart  Mont- 
gomery, first  of  the  race,  a  son  of  Charles  1 1 . 
by  *  a  saucy  Vv'elsli  playhouse  wench,'  as 
Pepys  racily  called  her,  gazed  reproaohfuU}^ 
into  his  eyes  from  the  middle  oi'  a  huge  bag- 
wig,  by  Kneller.  His  grace  had  paid  for  that 
portrait  with  part  of  the  money  he  received 
from  Sir  Theophilus  Wragge,  sometime  Lord 

VOL.  III.  W 
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Mayor  of  the  City  of  London,  and  a  man  of 
might  in  the  provision  trade,  for  making- 
interest  with  the  Secretary  of  State  to  grant 
his  firm  that  lucrative  commissariat  contract 
for  the  army  in  Flanders.  By  his  side  hung 
saucy  Nan  Montgomery  herself,  created  by 
Charles  first  Baroness  Llanfyllin,  and  after- 
wards Countess  of  Bala  in  her  own  right — 
with  long  taper  fingers  of  the  exquisite  Lely 
type  and  pattern.  A  little  beyond  her,  again, 
George  Adolphus,  third  Duke,  in  flowing  white 
curls,  reflected,  apparently,  on  the  inadequate 
sum  for  which  he  had  just  sold  his  vote 
and  his  boroughs  to  the  insatiable  Walpole. 
Opposite  him  stood  the  full  length  of  Ernest, 
sixth  Duke,  better  known  to  the  w^orld  as  the 
mad  Marquis  of  Llanfyllin,  who  rode  and  w^on 
in  that  famous  steeplechase  before  the  Prince 
Regent,  when  no  less  than  five  noble  necks  were 
broken  simultaneously.  And  here  was  Lord 
George,  who  grew  fat  on  his  winnings  from 
Fox  at  faro ;  and  there  was  Lady  Jane,  who 
sold  herself  for  £15,000  a  year  to  the  daft 
Earl  of  East  Lothian.     This  round  face  was 
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Auc^ustus,  who  parted  with  the  Berwyn 
estate  to  pay  his  gambling  debts ;  and  that 
innocent  youth  was  Edward,  Lord  Trefaldwyn, 
who  mortgaged  the  family  property  at  Bala  to 
squander  the  proceeds  on  his  French  mistresses. 
The  Duke  gazed  with  respect  on  all  those 
aristocratic  ancestors,  and  wondered  in  his 
heart  how  a  man  so  well  descended  as  himself 
could  ever  have  come  down  to  the  level  of  the 
Clandon  Street  landlady. 

One  point  at  Powysland  House,  however, 
annoyed  the  Duke  very  much.  The  head  ser- 
vant in  charge,  as  he  was  on  the  point  of 
leaving,  mustered  up  courage  to  hope  his 
grace  w^ouldn't  be  offended,  but  a  good  many 
people,  who  looked  like  lawyers'  clerks  or 
money-lenders'  agents,  had  been  calling  around 
at  the  house  lately,  and  they  were  particularly 
anxious  to  know  exactly  when  his  grace  would 
be  back  from  Norway.  Well,  some  of  'em 
asked  most  precise  and  confidential  questions 
as  to  whether  it  was  the  Duke  himself,  or  the 
Duchess  for  him,  who  was  putting  in  all  the 
new  furniture  and  decorations  and  such -like. 
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His  master  turned  upon  him  with  an  angry 
face.  '  How  the  devil  do  you  know,  sir,'  he 
crie(l,  *  they  were  lawyers'  clerks  or  money- 
lenders' agents,  eh  ?  How  the  devil  did  you 
know  them  ?  Who  the  devil  told  you  T  had 
anything  to  do  of  any  sort  with  either  ?  And 
if  1  (lid,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  daring 
to  speak  to  me  to  my  face  about  it  ?' 

The  man,  doubled  up  into  himself  by  the 
Duke's  outburst  of  passion,  mumbled  some- 
ihinQ'  inarticulate  under  his  breath  about 
thinking'  his  Horace  would  like  to  know  all 
that  had  happened  in  his  absence,  and  retired 
precipitately  towards  his  own  quarters. 

But  the  episode  left  an  angry  man  none  the 
less  ancfrv  than  before.  The  Duke  strode 
dow^n  the  steps  and  out  into  the  street  from 
his  own  house  in  a  still  haughtier  temj^er  thnn 
the  one  with  which  he  had  entered  it.  Was 
it  come  to  this,  then,  that  a  Powysland  must 
ask  foi'  a  paltry  advance  of  money  from  a 
woman  who  had  dragged  the  ]iride  of  the 
Montgomeries  in  the  dust  of  Clandon  Street? 
That  a  Powysland  must  drive  a  sharp  bargain 
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for  hard  cash  to  condone  this  strange  episo(3e 
of  secret  correspondence  and  stolen  interviews 
between  his  own  wedded  wife  and  a  beggarly 
clerk  in  a  Government  office  ?  Perish  the 
thought !     Honour  forbid  it  !      Sooner  than 

tliat Adalbert  Montgomery   paused    as 

he  walked,  and  stood  still  for  a  moment  in 
the  street,  knocking  his  stick  against  the 
pavement.  The  evil  genius  of  his  house  was 
whispering  to  his  mind  faint  echoes  of  diabolical 
old  ancestral  suggestions. 

From  the  iron  grill  of  Powysland  House 
the  Duke  turned  into  Whitehall.  He  cast  an 
angry  glance  at  the  Board  of  Trade,  and, 
hailing  an  empty  hansom  that  happened  to 
pass  by — for  as  yet  he  was  in  London 
incognito,  having  travelled  up  alone  from 
Hull  by  the  night  express  \vithout  his  valet 
or  his  luggage — drove  off  in  a  turmoil  of 
stormy  feeling  to  a  dingy,  gloomy  office  in  a 
street  off  Covent  Garden. 

He  was  expected  at  the  office,  for  he  had 
telegraphed  on  to  announce  his  coming,  and  a 
hang-dog  looking  fellow,  in  a  gray  felt  hat, 
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took  him  jauntily  up  into  a  first-floor  room  to 
converse  alone  with  him.  The  conversation 
didn't  serve  to  dispel  the  Duke's  ill-humour. 
He  listened  with  a  very  bad  grace  indeed, 
while  the  man  in  the  gray  felt  hat  recounted 
at  length  the  history  of  his  observations.  To 
do  the^Duke  justice,  this  whole  affair  revolted 
his  finer  feelings.  Jealousy  had  urged  him  to 
set  a  watch  upon  his  wife,  but  pride  made 
him  hate  the  loathsome  idea  that  this  greasy, 
slippery,  oleaginous  detective  should  dare  to 
play  the  spy  on  the  Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Let  her  be  twenty  times  over  by  birth  a 
Clandon  Street  lodging-house- keeper — nay, 
let  him  have  picked  her  up  casually  out  of 
the  vilest  den  of  St.  Giles's  or  the  New  Cut — 
still,  if  he,  Adalbert  Montgomery,  Duke  of 
Powysland,  chose  to  make  that  woman  his 
wife,  his  wife  she  was,  and  a  lady  of  the 
highest  rank  in  England  accordingly.  So 
what  did  this  low-bred,  cunning,  sneaking, 
fawning  eavesdropper  mean  by  venturing  to 
take  note  of  her  goings-out  and  her  comings- 
in  for  a  wretched    bribe  of  dirty,  mercenary 
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money?  He  loathed  the  instruments  his 
passion  compelled  him  to  employ.  He  would 
have  loved  to  kick  the  man,  as  he  stood  there 
smiling  and  cringing,  and  rubbing  his  hands 
in  the  conscious  delight  of  having  important 
revelations  to  make  to  his  employer  about  the 
Duchess.  But  he  was  forced  to  listen  with 
some  outer  show  of  politeness,  at  least,  or 
even  to  ask  the  fellow  questions,  from  time  to 
time,  about  this  vile  and  skulking  apology  for 
a  trade  of  his. 

'  And  when  did  you  first  see  her  giace 
conversing  with  either  of  them?'  the  Duke 
inquired  in  a  very  dry  voice,  after  some 
opening  preliminaries.  Even  if  he  found  that 
woman  ten  thousand  times  unfaithful  to  him, 
he  must  teach  this  low  brute  to  pay  proper 
respect  to  an  English  Duchess. 

*  In  the  park,  on  the  afternoon  of  the  third,' 
the  man  answered  glibly.  *  She  was  driv- 
ing  ' 

*  Her  grace  driving !'  the  Duke  corrected, 
with  emphasis,  in  a  mechanical  way. 

*  Her  grace  was  driving   in    her   carriage, 
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and  Harrison,  he  was  a-sitting  on  the  chah's 
by  the  side ' 

'  Mr,  Harrison,'  the  Duke  corrected  dryly 
once  more.  Persons  who  were  on  bowing 
terms  with  himself  or  the  Duchess  should  not 
be  alhided  to  by  inferiors  with  such  cheap 
familiarity. 

'  Mr.  Harrison  was  a-sitting  there,'  the  man 
went  on,  accepting  the  rebuff  meekly,  *  when 
her  grace  drew  up  her  victoria  and  smiled  at 
him  quite  pleasant-like.  Then  Mr.  Harrison 
rose,'  and  he  continued  to  tell,  in  his  own 
fashion,  at  very  great  length,  and  with  many 
added  suggestions  of  obvious  premeditation, 
the  story  of  that  chance  encounter  of  Linda's 
by  the  side  of  the  stream  of  afternoon  pro- 
menaders. 

The  Duke  listened  attentively,  though  with 
marked  impatience. 

'  And  how  soon  after  that  did  Mr.  Maclaine 
begin  to  call  at  Onslow  Gardens  ?'  he  asked 
very  coldly,  hating  himself  for  the  question. 

The  man  went  off  at  once  into  a  full  and 
glib  account,  aided  by  his  note-book,  of  the 
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exact  number  of  calls  Basil  had  made  at  the 
house,  and  of  her  grace's  singular  avoidance 
of  evening  engagements  from  the  moment  '  the 
suspected  party/  as  he  called  him,  had  begun 
to  pay  at  all  frequent  visits  to  the  Duchess. 

While  he  spoke,  the  Duke's  brow  grew 
darker  and  darker.  He  was  profoundly 
wounded  in  his  most  suscejjtible  passion.  He 
had  sold  himself  for  money,  he  felt,  and  this 
woman  had  betrayed  him.  There  was  only 
one  way  out  of  it  now,  he  knew  ;  but  that 
way,  being  a  Montgomery,  he  wouldn't  hesi- 
tate to  take.  Never  would  he  humble  himself 
to  receive  any  longer  one  farthing  of  pay  from 
this  creature,  who  had  borrowed  his  name  and 
his  title  only  to  disgrace  them  forthwith 
among  the  low  associates  of  her  earlier  days. 
He  wouldn't  touch  her  money — not  a  sou,  not 
a  cent,  not  a  doit,  not  a  stiver  of  it.  It  was 
hateful  to  think  he  should  have  to  stoop  to 
such  base  means  of  discovering  her  relations 
with  these  men  ;  but  she  herself  had  forced  it 
upon  him  against  his  will.  However,  she 
would  never  be  able  to  make  merry  at  his 
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expense,  and  live  on  in  society  upon  the 
strength  of  her  brief  glory  as  a  Duchess  of 
Powysland.  He  would  expose  and  disgrace 
her,  without  disgracing  himself.  There  was 
one  way  yet  open.  And  that  way  he  was 
determined,  if  all  went  well,  to  follow.  He 
would  punish  the  woman,  indeed  !  He  would 
humble  her  !     He  would  crush  her  ! 

*  Very  well,  Phillipps,'  he  said  slowly,  with 
a  resolute  air,  drawing  out  his  purse.  '  How 
much  do  I  owe  you  for  all  this  up  to  date.^ 
I'll  pay  you  now  on  account,  and  you  can 
continue,  straight  on,  your  observations. 
Don't  let  that  rascal  Maclaine  escape.  I  shall 
bring  him  to  book  yet.  But,  remember,  all 
this  must  still  be  strictly  confidential.' 

For  even  so,  he  was  too  proud  a  man,  for  his 
own  sake  alone,  to  let  the  world  think  he 
suspected  his  Duchess. 

And  then,  with  his  soul  all  seething  within 
him,  he  turned  out  of  the  dingy,  gloomy  office 
once  more,  and  strolled  aimlesslv  down  to  a 
seat  on  the  Embankment. 

It  was  the  first  place  that  occurred  to  him, 
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or,  rather,  the  first  place  he  happened  to  light 
upon.  He  was  well  out  of  the  crowd  there, 
and  more  alone  than  he  could  have  been  at  the 
club  or  any  other  of  his  accustomed  haunts. 
He  wanted  time  to  think — time  to  make  up 
his  mind  for  action.  He  hardly  knew  how  to 
comport  himself  under  these  painful  circum- 
stances. Should  he  go  home  once  more  to 
Onslow  Gardens  and  meet  Linda  again?  or 
should  he  take  rooms  at  once  at  some  hotel  in 
town,  and  thereby  definitely  proclaim  open 
war  against  her? 

Either  course  was  difiicult  and  beset  with 
danger.  One  was  very  irksome,  very  wound- 
ing to  his  pride.  But  he  must  stop  and  think. 
That's  the  worst  of  being  a  Duke,  you  know. 
You  get  so  few  chances  of  solitude  in  life.  A 
whole  body  of  pestering  people  are  always 
following  you  up,  and  dogging  your  steps,  and 
bothering  you.  It  was  quite  a  relief  to  him 
to  sit  down,  unrecognised,  on  this  bench  on  the 
Embankment,  and  find  time  to  think  a  moment 
how  next  to  shape  his  course  of  action.  But 
his  brow  was  hot  and  his  brain  soethint'*. 
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HEADS   OR   TAILS. 

He  sat  there  long,  musing,  and,  indeed,  he 
had  cause.  Everything  on  earth  was  going 
against  him.  He  was  deeply  in  debt  once 
more — chiefly  debts  of  honour,  to  be  sure  ; 
but  he  owed  also  no  small  obligations  to  those 
obliging  money-lenders.  It  was  the  Mont- 
gomery nature  to  spend  whatever  your  hand 
could  grasp,  and  then  run  in  debt  again  as 
deep  as  your  creditors  and  the  bank  would 
allow  you.  To  owe  no  man  anything  would 
have  l)een  to  any  inheritor  of  the  Montgomery 
blood  a  sheer  phyc^ical  impossibility.  Why,  it 
was  hardly  sate  for  the  Duke  even  to  be  seen 
in  town.  Heaven  knows  what  mad  tricks 
some  of  his  bill -discounting  friends  might  not 
be  tempted  to  play  him.     In  these  degenerate 
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days  even  dukes  get  dunned  in  open  court  for 
payment.  And  then  there  would  be  no  course 
open  for  him  but  to  accept  with  a  very  bad 
grace  Linda's  hard  casli.  And,  sooner  than 
that The  Duke  paused  and  reflected. 

As  he  sat  there,  immersed  in  deej)  thought, 
and  unobservant  of  all  that  passed  around,  a 
voluble  female  voice  burst  suddenly  in  upon 
his  silent  reverie.  It  was  a  familiar  voice, 
clear,  cold,  and  piercing. 

*  What,  you  here,  my  dear  Duke  !'  it  cried 
in  tones  like  a  musical  bell,  but  very  quick 
and  articulate,  accompanied  by  a  well-gloved 
hand  thrust  out  to  greet  him.  *  Why,  what 
an  extraordinary  place  to  find  you,  of  all  men, 
on  a  day  like  this  !  I  thought  you  were  away 
in  Norway,  beguiling  the  wary  grouse  or  the 
wily  salmon.  The  Morning  Post  says  so. 
That's  always  the  way  with  whatever  one 
reads  about  one's  friends  in  the  papers.  If 
ever  by  any  chance  you  see  a  paragraph  that 
refers  to  yourself  or  any  one  of  your  acquaint- 
ance, and  you're  in  a  po.«ition  to  check  it,  it 
invariably  turns  out  upon  examination  to  be 
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either  incorrect  or  else  grossly  exaggerated. 
I  give  you  that,  gratis,  as  my  universal  ex- 
perience of  the  journals  of  my  fatherland/ 

The  Duk3  looked  up  and  saw — Mrs.  Bou- 
verie- Barton. 

He  groaned  inwardly.  This  was  indeed  a 
most  inopportune  interruption.  Can  an  un- 
happy Duke  never  be  left  alone,  then,  to  his 
own  devices  for  ten  minutes  together  ?  And 
Mrs.  Bouverie-Barton,  too,  of  all  people  on 
earth  !  That  well-known  hostess  and  clever 
society  talker  would  put  it  about  over  the 
whole  of  London  before  the  world  was  six 
hours  older,  that  he  was  in  town  once  more, 
on  view  at  the  Embankment;  and  he  must 
make  up  his  mind  at  once  accordingly  whether 
to  o'o  back  like  an  obedient  slave  to  Linda,  or 
openly  to  renounce  her.  He  hated^to  have  his 
hand  forced  in  this  way.  But  Mrs.  Bouverie- 
Barton  was  just  the  sort  of  woman  who  always 
forced  one's  hand,  confound  her!  The  Duke 
had  hardly  patience  enough  to  be  commonly 
polite  to  the  wretched  woman. 

*  So  I  was  in  Norway  till  four  days  ago,'  he 
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answered  somewhat  testily,  [taking  the  well- 
gloved  hand  in  his  with  very  languid  interest. 
*  I  am  there  still,  for  that  matter,  so  far  as 
society — and  the  Duchess  are  concerned ;  for 
I've  come  back  incognito.  I've  just  returned 
to  town  by  way  of  Hull  ;  landed  last  night, 
ran  up  early  this  morning  alone,  and  had 
business  dow^n  here — of  a  confidential  nature 
— with  my  agents.  I  haven't  been  home  yet 
to  see  my  wife  ;  indeed,  I — 1  was  thinking  of 
popping  in  to  surprise  the  Duchess.' 

*  Oh,  indeed !'  Mrs.  Bouverie- Barton  re- 
plied, with  a  significant  emphasis.  *  So  she 
doesn't  know  you're  coming  !  Well  now,  that 
is  interesting  !  And  what  a  very  funny  place 
to  find  you  ruminating  whether  or  not  you'll 
make  up  your  mind  to  go  home  to  her  !' 

The  Duke  looked  up  sharply. 

*  Mrs.  Bouverie-Barton,'  he  said  with  a  half- 
angry  air,  *  you're  quite  too  much  of  a  psycho- 
logist for  me.  Too  clever  by  half,  I  call  you. 
I  object  to  being  read  at  sight  as  if  I  were  an 
open  book.  I  never  told  you  I  was  ruminat- 
ing anything  of  the  sort.  .   .   And  if  it  comes 
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to  that,  what  brings  yoii  down  so  far  into  the 
City  too  ?  lt*s  as  least  as  much  out  of  your 
beat  as  mine.  1  don't  expect  to  meet  a  lady 
of  your  tastes  hanging  about  loose  like  this  on 
the  Embankment.' 

Mrs.  Bouverie- Barton  took  off  her  glove 
deliberately — she  had  pretty  white  hands  for 
a  woman  of  her  age,  round  and  plump,  but 
delicate — and  displayed  before  his  eyes  a  manu- 
script roll  of  foolscap  she  was  carrying  with 
most  affectionate  care  in  her  music-bag. 

*  I've  just  been  down  to  a  publisher's  to  show 
him  this,*  she  said,  with  a  little  air  of  triumph, 
*  for  a  clever  young  friend  of  mine — oh  !  im- 
mensely amusing — in  fact,  Rabelaisian.  It's 
a  book  that's  going  to  take  the  world  by  storm 
at  once,  I  can  tell  you — a  piece  of  the  most 
rollicking  cynical  humour  by  a  mere  lad  of 
twenty-four,  as  witty  as  a  Beaumarchais. 
They're  simply  delighted  with  it  at  Hall  and 
Evershed's.  And,  coming  back,  I  chanced  by 
pure  accident  to  turn  this  way.  And  turning 
this  way,  I  had  the  great  good  luck  to  liit  at 
once  upon  an  idle  acquaintance.' 
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And  she  beamed  upon  him  so  sweetly  as  she 
spoke,  that  even  that  angry  jealous  man  felt 
himself  almost  disarmed  by  her  smile  for  half 
a  moment.  Very  fine  teeth  for  her  age,  Mrs. 
Bouverie-Barton's. 

'  But  what's  been  happening  in  town  while 
I  have  been  away?'  he  asked,  with  languid 
interest,  or  pretence  at  interest,  for  he  cared 
just  at  present  for  nothing  on  earth  but  this 
one  pressing  problem  of  his  own  existence. 
^  I  know  I've  come  to  the  right  source,  any- 
how, for  the  fullest  information.' 

Mrs.  Bouverie  -  Barton  laughed  good- 
humouredly. 

*  Well,  I  do  hear  most  things  that  go  on 
in  town,'  she  answered  with  conscious  pride 
in  his  recognition  of  her  talents  as  a  collector 
and  dispenser  of  gossip.  *  Let  me  see.  What's 
fresh  ?  Sal)ine  Venables  is  married  at  last  to 
that  leader-writing  Harrison  man.  Oh,  that 
was  before  you  went  away,  of  course.  1 
remember  now,  I  broke  bread  with  you 
at  the  wedding.  My  poor  head's  getting 
dreadfully   muddled.      Well,   they're   pulling 

VOL.  III.  40 


i;o  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND 

very  well  together,  I  believe,  as  far  as  they've 
gone.  You  see,  that's  a  marriage  for  love. 
Love  always  answers.  Hubert  Harrison  was 
after  her  years  ago,  of  course,  about  the  same 
time  when  one  Lord  Adalbert  Montgomery — 
you  recollect  the  incident — was  debating  with 
himself  whether  or  not  to  tie  himself  for  life 
to  her.* 

And  Mrs.  Bouverie-Barton  shut  her  eyes 
for  a  moment  prettily,  and  looked  back  into 
the  past  with  a  rapt  expression  to  recall  those 
pleasant  days  of  pre-ducal  reminiscences. 

*  Fm  glad  they  get  on  well,'  the  Duke 
murmured  by  way  of  relieving  himself  from 
the  embarrassment  of  such  personal  allusions. 

*  Oh  yes,  I  always  said  that'd  be  a  very 
good  match,'  Mrs.  Bouverie-Barton  ran  on, 
with  glib  readiness,  *  though  I  confess  I  never 
thought  the  girl  would  take  him.  Old 
Affability  had  trained  up  his  child  in  the 
way  she  should  go,  as  these  heiresses  are 
trained  up  nowadays,  to  sell  herself  in  the 
oi^en  market  to  the  highest  bidder,  for  position, 
title,  an  old  name,  a  coronet ;  and  I  thought 
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at  first  she  wouldn't  depart  from  it.  I  thought 
she'd  do  as  they  all  do — marry  a  marquis — 
and  then  run  away  from  him.  I  remember 
saying  one  day  at  Hurst  Croft  to  that  young 
Maclaine ' 

The  Duke's  eyes  started  into  sudden   in- 
terest. 

'  To     whom  ?'     he     asked     quickly,     half 
doubting  if  he'd  caught  the  name  aright. 

'  To  young  Maclaine,  of  the  Board  of 
Trade,'  his  companion  went  on,  without  pre- 
tending to  notice  his  start.  *  Your  Duchess's 
friend,  you  know.  He  says  he  used  to  see  a 
great  deal  of  her  at  one  time  —  before  she 
married.  And,  indeed,  after  too,  for  the 
matter  of  that ;  for  he's  been  a  constant  caller 
at  Onslow  Gardens,  I  am  told,  all  the  w4iile 
you've  been  beguiling  the  wily  salmon,  that 
we  spoke  about,  in  Norway.  Well,  I  re- 
member saying  to  him  one  day  at  Hurst 
Croft  that  that  girl  Sabine  would  marry  as 
they  all  do — and  at  the  end  of  six  months 
run  away  with  Hubert.' 

*  Six   months   is  a  precious  short  time  to 
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give  a  man  for  domestic  felicity/   the  Duke 
interposed  bitterly. 

'  No  doubt.  But  it  is  as  much  as  the 
women  give  their  husbands  nowadays,'  Mrs. 
Bouverie- Barton  responded,  with  the  smart 
joy  of  the  scandalmonger.  '  Look  at  Lady 
Geldart,  of  Nigg,  for  example,  that  pretty 
brunette  that  I  strongly  recommended  to  you 
before  you  went  on  the  war-path  to  America 
— there's  a  fine  contrast  to  the  Harrisons  for 
you  !  Sabine  Venables  marries  the  man  she 
loves,  wise  girl  ;  and  they'll  be  happy  for  a 
lifetime.  Gwendoline  Mackay,  of  the  South - 
wark  beer-bottling  place,  marries  Lord  Geldart, 
of  Nigg,  a  dissipated  young  rake  who  only 
wants  her  name  at  the  back  of  his  bills  at 
three,  six,  nine  months.  And  what's  the  con- 
sequence ?  Before  the  bills  have  matured  the 
poor  girl's  had  enough  of  it,  and  runs  away 
from  him.' 

'  You  don't  mean  to  say  Lady  Geldart's 
run  away !'  the  Duke  exclaimed,  with  a 
sinister  interest. 

*  Yes,  I   do,'   the   lady  replied.     '  Bolted  ! 
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eTust  bolted !  Haven't  you  seen  the  papers  ? 
She's  gone  off  with  a  cornet  in  the  8th 
Hussars — I  forget  his  name  this  moment, 
but  you  remember  the  man  :  that  fellow  w4th 
the  smooth  dark  hair  and  the  small  black 
moustache — Mr.  Maclaine's  cut  to  a  T — that 
she  used  always  to  talk  with  so  much  before 
she  was  married.' 

The  Duke    clapped  his  hand  to   his   head 
mechanically. 

*  Run  away  from  him  ?'  he  cried.  *  And 
only  six  months  married  !' 

*  Oh  dear  yes  ;  and  that's  a  long  way 
better,  too,  than  if  she'd  stopped  with  him 
at  Brook  Street,  and  made  a  silent  scandal 
by  her  relations  with  the  cornet/  Mrs. 
Bouverie- Barton  went  on,  all  unconscious 
(to  do  her  justice)  of  the  way  her  every  word 
was  burning  into  the  Duke's  brain.  '  She 
couldn't  stand  Lord  Geld  art's  constant  drain 
upon  her  purse.  Who  could,  I'd  like  to 
know  ?  The  man  has  gambled  away  a  quarter 
of  her  vast  fortune  already.  Now,  for  very 
shame  he'll  have  to  get  a  divorce — his  honour 
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demands  it ;  and  then  the  poor  girl  '11  come 
into  her  own  again.* 

*  And  keep  the  title  he  gave  her  !'  the  Duke 
said  savagely.  '  Be  still  Lady  '  Geldart ! 
That's  the  w^ay  with  these  women.  They 
marry  a  man  for  what  they  can  get  out  of 
him ;  and  then,  having  secured  his  name  and 
his  rank,  they  go  their  oAvn  way  and  break 
the  rest  of  their  bargain.' 

'  Oh,  she  can't  keep  the  title,  of  course,' 
Mrs.  Bouverie  -  Barton  ran  on  smoothly. 
*  She'll  have  to  give  up  that^  you  know,  if 
she  gets  divorced  from  Lord  Geldart.  But 
Gwendoline  Avon't  mind  for  a  title,  I'll  venture 
to  bet,  if  only  she  can  have  her  own  true  love. 
A  woman  soon  finds  out  that  titles  are 
hollow  ;  and  then  she's  sorry  she  didn't  do 
at  first  what  her  own  heart  prompted  her  to 
do,  like  Sabine  Venables.  Why,  do  you  re- 
member, Duke,  I  ofi^ered  to  lay  you  two  to  one 
in  dozens  of  gloves,  at  the  Eton  and  Harrow 
match  one  year,  that  if  you  married  Sabine 
yourself  she  wouldn't  stop  twelve  months 
with  you  ;  and  you  refused  to  take  me  ?' 
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The  Duke  smiled  an  ominous  smile. 

'  I  was  wise  in  my  generation/  he  said 
grimly.  ^  Wiser  then,  perhaps,  than  now. 
But  no  matter.  It^s  no  use  being  cynical. 
What  a  perfect  Court  Guide  you  are  to  be 
sure,  Mrs.  Bouverie- Barton  !  You've  always 
got  the  very  latest  society  scandal  at  your 
fingers'  ends.  You're  just  the  right  woman 
for  a  man  to  meet  after  six  weeks'  solitude 
among  the  pine'woods  of  Norway.' 

For   ten    minutes    longer    Mrs.    Bouverie- 
l^arton  kept  her  victim  engaged  with  similar 
converse,  all  on  her  pet  theme,  the  unhappy 
outcome  of  the  modern  mercenary  marriage, 
till  the  Duke  was  fairly  wincing  under   her 
graduated   dose   of  slowly  -  dropping  vitriol. 
At   last  he  could  stand  it  no  longer.     This 
was   too   much   for   any  man.      That   fellow 
Maclaine  again  I     He  rose  to  go  ;  and  as  he 
did  so  he  felt  himself  stagger  slightly.     His 
head  swam.     He  hardly  knew  what  was  the 
matter.     Still,  he  held  out  his  hand  with  his 
courteous  society  smile — for  in  externals  he 
was    always   a   polished    gentleman — to   say 
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good-bye  to  his  guileless  tormentor.  Mrs. 
J  >ouverie- Barton  took  it  in  her  own  plump 
and  white  ungloved  palm.  As  their  fingers 
met,  she  started  back  in  surprise. 

*  Why,  you're  feverish,  Duke !'  she  ex- 
claimed, in  a  very  frightened  tone.  '  You^'e 
in  a  high  fever  !' 

'  Am  I  ?'  the  Duke  answered,  with  the 
recklessness  of  despair.  '  I  dare  say  I  am. 
Ever  since  I  left  home  I've  been  sickening, 
sickening  somehow.  I  seemed  to  keep  it 
under  in  the  open  air  among  the  pines  in 
Norway  ;  but  since  I  got  back  to  England 
last  night  it's  come  over  me  again  in  full 
force.  I  fancy  I'm  going  to  be  ill.  I  can 
feel  it  in  my  bones.  And  a  jolly  good  job 
too,  as  things  go  at  present.' 

He  sank  down,  reeling,  in  the  corner 
of  the  seat.  Mrs.  Bouverie  -  Barton,  now 
thoroughly  alarmed,  hailed  a  passing  hansom. 
With  her  aid,  the  cabman  lifted  the  helpless 
Duke  and  placed  him,  a  heavy  burden,  on 
the  seat  of  his  cab.  The  last  of  the  Mont- 
gomeries  had  rightly  diagnosed  his  own  case. 
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He  was  sickening  for  fever — a  long-suppressed 
fever  ;  in  point  of  fact,  an  attack  of  typhoid, 
delayed  beyond  its  time  by  the  fresh  air  of 
the  forests,  but  arising  from  the  very  same 
local  causes  in  the  house  at  Onslow  Gardens 
as  Elizabeth  Woodward's. 

'  Where  shall  I  drive,  ma'am  ?'  the  cabman 
asked,  touching  his  hat  respectfully,  for  Mrs. 
Bouverie- Barton  had  confided  to  him  in  an 
undertone  how  exalted  a  personage  it  was  the 
good  fortune  of  his  spavined  mare  to  carry. 

'  To  the  Duke's  own  place,'  Mrs.  Bouverie- 
Barton  answered,  with  prompt  decision  ; 
'  Onslow  Gardens.' 

The  Duke  fell  back  on  the  padded  seat, 
and  nodded  a  drowsy  assent.  An  awful  idea 
held  possession  of  his  mind.  Chance  had 
decided  his  fate,  then.  The  lady  had  chosen 
for  him.  Heads,  a  divorce;  tails,  the  other 
thing.  He  would  go  home  ill  to  Linda  now, 
and  let  destiny  work  out  the  rest,  as  he 
himself  foreshadowed  it. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

TAILS    WIN. 

Linda  was  musing,  alone  and  disconsolate, 
in  the  big  garish  drawing-room  at  Onslow 
Gardens.  They  had  taken  the  house  furnished 
while  their  own  was  being  prepared  for  them, 
and  Linda  hadn't  attempted  to  rectify  any 
room  in  it  to  her  private  taste,  except  her 
special  little  boudoir  on  the  second  floor. 
So  she  was  sitting  there,  brooding,  with  her 
eyes  on  the  ugly  wall,  nursing  her  grief  and 
loneliness  as  best  she  might,  when  a  footman 
of  the  usual  gorgeous  ducal  pattern  (to  which 
she  had  long  grown  accustomed)  flung  open 
the  door  hurriedly,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
has  great  news  to  announce,  and  blurted  out 
in  one  breath  the  alarming  tidings  : 

*  His  grace  has  come  back  by  himself  in  a 
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cab,  without  his  luggage  or  anything,  and 
he's  waiting  downstairs  in  the  hall  now,  if 
your  grace  will  please  to  step  down  and  see 
him — very  ill  with  the  fever.* 

In  a  second,  at  those  terrible  words,  Linda 
had  forgotten  everything — save  that  Bertie 
was  her  husband  and  had  come  home  ill  to 
her.  She  rushed  downstairs  to  him  with 
beating  heart  and  outstretched  arms,  as  if  the 
episode  of  his  disappearance  and  the  cruel 
watch  he  had  set  upon  her  movements  had 
never  existed. 

He  was  sitting,  or  rather  crouching,  on  one 
of  the  high-backed  Chippendale  chairs  that 
flanked  the  hall  table.  Linda  flung  herself 
upon  him  with  a  dozen  kisses,  in  a  wild  out- 
break of  emotion,  very  rare  in  her  tempera- 
ment. 

*  Oh,  Bertie,  Bertie  !'  she  cried  in  an  agony 
of  suspense,  '  then  you've  come  back  to  me 
at  last.  What  is  it  ?  What  is  it  ?  Oh,  how 
horribly  hot  your  forehead  feels  !  It  was 
kind  of  you,  when  you  found  yourself  so  ill, 
to  think  of  coming  home  to  me  !' 
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The  Duke,  for  his  part,  didn't  exactly  repel 
her.  That  was  not  his  cue  now.  He  had 
left  the  arbitrament  of  fate  to  Mrs.  Bouverie- 
Barton  ;  and  Mrs.  Bouverie- Barton,  as  God- 
dess of  Heads  and  Tails,  had  decided  the 
toss-up  in  the  sense  that  he  was  to  come  back 
to  her.  He  accepted  that  decision  in  a  blind, 
fatalistic  way,  as  marking  out  his  course  for 
him.  But  he  had  a  definite  plan  in  his  mind 
as  well,  to  which  that  course  w^as  but  the 
blank  prelude  ;  and  he  meant  to  carry  out  the 
plan,  as  it  rose  dim  in  his  head  a  week  ago  on 
the  Hamar  Fjeld,  and  still  more  clearly  that 
afternoon  on  the  bench  on  the  Embankment — 
ay,  even  to  its  uttermost  jot  and  tittle.  So  he 
merely  accepted  Linda's  kisses  in  a  passive, 
mechanical,  undemonstrative,  high,  aristo- 
cratic way,  and  whispered  coldly  in  her  ear  : 

*  Not  before  the  servants,  j^lease.  No 
scenes,  I  beg  of  you.  If  there  have  been 
differences  between  us,  let  us  keep  them  to 
ourselves.  Don't  let  us  go  washing  our 
dirty  linen  in  public  before  the  butler  and  the 
lady's-maid.' 
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For  in  all  these  matters,  Adalbert  Mont- 
gomery flattered  himself,  his  manners  still 
preserved  that  famous  repose  which  stamps 
the  caste  of  Vere  de  Vere. 

Linda  drew  back  as  if  she  had  been  stung  ; 
but  she  never  forgot  her  duty  for  all  that. 
No,  nor  her  tenderness  either,  harshly  as  he 
had  greeted  her.  She  could  see  in  him,  in 
spite  of  everything,  only  her  husband,  re- 
turned home  to  her  ill — seriously  ill ;  and 
her  one  thought  now  was  for  his  comfort  and 
safety.  In  less  than  half  an  hour  they  had 
moved  the  Duke  upstairs  and  put  him  quietly 
in  bed,  and  Sir  Frederick  Weston  himself,  the 
great  specialist  on  typhoid,  hastily  summoned 
by  special  messenger  from  his  house  in 
Harley  Street,  was  already  in  attendance. 

It  was  a  terrible  time.  Whatever  the 
Duke's  own  plan  might  have  been,  this  un- 
expected attack  intervened  to  postpone  or 
delay  it.  For  a  week  or  two  ha  continued 
dangerously  ill ;  and  for  a  week  or  two  Linda, 
already  wearied  out  with  her  constant  care 
for  Elizabeth  Woodward,  nursed  him  assidu- 
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ously,    with    very   little    intermission.       His 

attitude    puzzled    her.       She   couldn't    quite 

make    out   what    Bertie    meant.      At   times, 

indeed,  it  almost  seemed  as  if  he  relented  for 

awhile  ;  he  spoke  to  her  so   kindly,  not  to 

say  affectionately,  and  Linda  half  began  to 

hope    the   breach    between   them   would    be 

bridged    over    in    part    by   this    unexpected 

illness.     But  gradually  it  dawned  upon  her 

that  these  gentler  moods  were  most  frequently 

displayed   before   the   doctor   or   the   nurses. 

Whenever   for   a   few   minutes    she   was  left 

quite  alone  with  him,  her  husband  relapsed 

at  once  into  moody  and  gloomy  silence.     Not 

that  he  spoke  harshly  to  her  ;  she  fancied  he 

seemed  almost  of  set  purpose  to  avoid  such 

conduct  as  that ;  but  he  hardened  himself  like 

adamant,  as  one  who  could  neither  hear  nor 

see  her.     Often  he   lay,  with   closed    mouth 

and  feverish  lips  hard  pressed,  for  whole  hours 

at  a   time,   revolving   in  his  own   mind   she 

knew  not  what  bitter  thoughts  about  her. 

To  Linda,  this  silent  mood  of  his  was  in- 
expressibly terrible.      Womanly  above  every- 


TAILS  WIN  63 

thing,  she   felt  his  illness  had  suddenly  en- 
deared him  to  her  once  more  ;  and  it  froze  the 
very  marrow  in  her  bones  to  see  him  thus  chilly 
and  irresponsive  to  all  her  wifely  attentions. 
At  times  she  half  ventured  to  hope  it  might 
be  nothing  more  than  the  lethargy  of  fever  ; 
when  Bertie   began   to  mend  again,  perhaps 
he  would    smile  as  of  old  upon   her.     But, 
strange  to  say,   the  Duke   did  7iot  begin  to 
mend.     Even  when  the  crisis  was  fairly  over, 
as    Sir    Frederick   himself    declared,    curious 
symptoms   set    in,   which    that    experienced 
specialist,  in  spite  of  all  his  vast  knowledge, 
failed  entirely  to  comprehend. 

'  Never  saw  a  case  in  all  my  practice  quite 
like  this  one/  he  said,  mumbling.  True,  the 
long  suppression  of  the  fever  under  the 
influence  of  the  Norwegian  climate  might  have 
something  to  do  with  its  abnormal  develop- 
ment ;  quite  possible — quite  possible  ;  but 
the  Duke's  strange  drowsiness  certainly 
surprised  him.  *  It  forms  a  most  unexpected 
symptom  of  some  unusual  and  dangerous 
secondary  evolution,'  he  remarked  to   Linda. 
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*  It's  a  sequela  of  typhoid,  like  the  one  that 
followed  the  late  epidemic  of  influenza,  never 
before,  to  my  knowledge,  so  clearly  indicated. 
The  patient's  condition  at  times  may  be  de- 
scribed as  nothing  short  of  absolutely  comatose.' 

All  this  never  interfered  for  a  moment  with 
Linda's  care  in  nursing  him.  She  did  every- 
thing possible  to  make  him  well,  and  even 
insisted  on  washing  the  parqueted  floor  all 
round  the  edges  with  Condy's  fluid  with  her 
ow^n  hands,  lest  infection  should  linger  in 
casual  corners.  That  parqueted  floor  she 
had  had  put  down  herself  while  Bertie  was 
away,  in  case  of  illness  ;  she  was  so  grateful 
now  to  her  own  good  genius  for  ever  thinking 
of  it. 

One  afternoon,  as  the  Duke  lay  on  his  bed 
in  a  semi-conscious  state,  with  Linda  by  his 
side,  George  the  footman  came  up,  bringing  a 
card  on  a  salver,  one  among  dozens  of  similar 
cards  of  inquiry  left  each  day  at  the  door  ; 
but  this  one,  George  observed,  with  a  malicious 
smile,  the  gentleman  had  particularly  requested 
might  be  carried  upstairs  direct  txj  the  Duchess. 
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In   a   moment   the   dozing  patient  was  wide 
awake  and  restless. 

'  Whose  card  is  that,  Linda  ?'  he  asked, 
quite  briskly,  calling  her  by  her  Christian 
name  outright  for  the  very  first  time  since  his 
return  from  Norway. 

Linda  shrank  back.  The  stars  in  their 
courses  were  fighting  against  her.  With  a 
terrible  sinking  at  her  heart  she  held  it 
up  before  him.  Her  husband  read  it  un- 
moved : 

'  Mr.  Basil  Maclaine  ;'  and  then  below,  in 
manuscript,  '  With  very  kind  inquiries  for  the 
Duchess  of  Powysland.' 

*  I  see,'  the  Duke  murmured,  with  a  groan, 
turning  his  face  t(  ards  the  wall.  *  His  kind 
inquiries  are  all  for  you,  Linda.' 

The  unhappy  wife  could  answer  nothing. 
She  bent  her  head  low,  and  burst  into  a  silent 
flood  of  tears.  Coincidence  and  occasion  were 
dealing  very  hardly  by  her.  She  cried  long 
and  bitterly,  but  Bertie  lay  still,  with  his  face 
turned  away,  and  took  no  further  notice  of 
her.    It  was  a  terrible  position  ;  but,  such  as 
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it  was,  she  was  bound  to  face  it  all  through 
unaided. 

For  two  Jong  hours  she  sat  there,  with  her 
head  in  her  hands,  and  still  her  husband  never 
spoke  a  word,  nor  moved  a  finger,  except  to 
turn  from  time  to  time  on  his  side  restlessly. 
Yet  now  and  again  Linda  fancied  he  was 
fumbling  witli  something  unseen  beneath  the 
bed-clothes.  But  he  was  ill,  oh,  so  ill ! — how^ 
ill  Linda  hardly  dared  confess  to  herself,  and 
that  made  things  all  the  worse.  For  if  Bertie 
were  to  die,  feeling  towards  her  like  this,  she 
didn't  know  how  on  earth  she  could  ever  look 
up  again. 

At  five  o'clock  that  evening  Sir  Frederick 
called  again.  He  was  a  little  dried-up  old 
man,  with  parched  yellow  skin,  and  small 
ferret  eyes  that  seemed  to  pierce  one  through 
and  through  every  time  he  looked  at  one. 
The  moment  he  saw  the  Duke,  his  round 
pursed  lips  and  puckered  forehead  proclaimed 
at  once  to  Linda's  observant  gaze  that  he 
found  his  patient  much  worse  than  he  left 
him. 
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*  What  have  you  been  giving  him,  Duchess?' 
he  asked,  in  a  very  low  tone.  *  No  quackery, 
I  hope  ;  no  nostrums,  no  hypnotism.  This 
comatose  condition  is  simply  inexplicable. 
Did  you  let  him  have  his  tonic,  as  I  told  you, 
at  three  ?'  He  shook  his  head,  much  puzzled. 
*  I  can't  at  all  understand  it,'  he  mumbled 
once  more  below  his  gray  moustache.  *  Most 
singular  ;  mo-st  sin-gular.* 

'  Yes,'  Linda  faltered  out ;  '  I  gave  him  the 
medicine  myself,  as  you  directed.  Nobody 
else  has  fed  him  with  anything  to-day  or 
yesterday.  I  was  so  afraid,  from  what  you 
said,  the  nurse  might  have  made  some  stupid 
mistake,  that  I've  measured  each  dose  out 
carefully  in  a  minim  glass,  and  held  it  to  his 
lips  with  my  own  hands.  Fm  sure  he's  had 
everything  exactly  as  you  prescribed  it.' 

*  And  after  every  dose,'  the  professional 
nurse  put  in,  coming  forward  from  behind, 
and  folding  her  hands  demurely,  *  the  Duke 
has  seemed  to  get  drowsier  and  drowsier.' 

*  Curious,'  the  doctor  said,  stroking  his  chin 
reflectively.     *  Most  curious.     Most  cu-rious. 
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There's  a  dose  due  now.  Temperature,  one 
hundred  and  four  and  one-tenth.  Let  me 
look  at  the  bottle.' 

Linda  moved  hurriedly  across  to  the  table 
before  the  nurse  could  anticipate  her.  Sir 
Frederick  followed  her  with  keen  little  pursed - 
up  eyes  of  silent  inquiry.  She  handed  him 
the  medicine.  He  took  out  the  cork,  sniffed 
at  it,  turned  it  upside  do^vn  with  one  finger 
on  the  mouth,  and  tasted  a  drop  on  the  end 

of  his  finger. 

'  Very  odd,'  he  said  once  more,  smacking 
his  lips  critically.  '  It's  bitterer  than  it  ought 
to  be.  I  can't  make  it  out.  Unsatisfactory, 
very.  I'll  take  this  bottle  away  with  me,  if 
you'll  allow  me,  Duchess,  and  get  my  own 
chemist  to  send  you  another.' 

'  But  it's  time  for  a  dose  now,'  Linda 
faltered  out  timorously.  *  Shall  I  give  it 
him  or  not  ?  He  seems  so  terribly  weak  and 
faint  just  this  minute.' 

The  doctor  glanced  at  her  once  more  with 
those  keen  small  eyes  of  his. 

*  Certainly   not/   he    answered,    in    a   very 
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decisive  voice.  '  It  can  do  him  no  good. 
There's  some  mistake  of  somebody's.  I'll  call 
round  in  my  carriage  and  get  another  lot  of 
this  mixture  made  up  under  my  own  eyes. 
It  won't  take  ten  minutes,  and  I'll  bring  it 
round  myself.  The  case  is  urgent.  I  must 
see  to  it  at  once.'  He  eyed  her  hard.  '  There's 
something  very  odd,'  he  said,  with  slow 
deliberation,  '  going  on  somewhere.' 

As  he  spoke,  the  Duke  lifted  up  his  head 
drowsily  from  the  pillow,  and  stared  around 
him  with  a  blank,  open-mouthed  stare  of 
surprise  and  wonder.  His  look  was  idiotic. 
Presently,  with  a  start,  he  seemed  to  recollect 
himself. 

*  Linda/  he  murmured,  in  a  very  feeble 
voice,  '  will  you  leave  me  for  a  minute,  please  ? 
And  you,  too,  nurse.  I've  something  I  want 
to  speak  to  Sir  Frederick  .  .  .  alone  .  .  . 
about.' 

With  a  ghastly  misgiving  in  her  breast, 
Linda  staggered  from  the  room,  hardly  know- 
ing what  she  did,  and  tottered  into  her  boudoir 
next    door  in   an    agony   of    horror.      Two 
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minutes  later  she  heard  Sir  Frederick  open  the 
bedroom  door  and  call  in  the  nurse  in  a  very 
low  voicv..  His  tone  was  most  mysterious. 
Then  came  sounds  of  whispering,  and  a  short 
consultation.  When  it  ended,  he  knocked  at 
her  boudoir  lightly. 

'  For  the  present,  madam,'  he  said,  in  a  very 
formal  voice,  *  I  think  your  grace  had  better 
not  enter  the  Duke's  room.  He's  best  left 
alone  j  ust  now  with  the  regular  nurse.  Under- 
stand, this  is  urgent.  To  disturb  him  may 
imperil  your  husband's  life.  I  forbid  you  to 
go  in  to  him.  I'm  seeing  after  his  food  and 
medicine  myself.  I'll  call  round  again  to 
watch  the  further  effect  of  the  tonic  the  very 
first  thing  to-morrow  morning.' 

Linda  sank  down  on  her  sofa  in  a  perfect 
paroxysm  of  horror,  suspense,  and  misery. 
What  on  earth  could  it  all  mean  ?  Why  was 
Bertie  so  strange  ?  And  why  did  Sir  Frederick 
forbid  her  so  strictly  to  wait  at  such  a  crisis 
upon  her  own  dying  husband  ? 
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A   NIGHT   OF   TERRORS. 

She  sat  there  alone  for  an  hour  or  two,  each 
minute  of  which  lengthened  itself  out  to  an 
eternity. 

From  time  to  time  sounds  came  from  the 
next  room.  First,  as  she  judged,  Sir  Frederick 
arrived  back  with  the  medicine,  and  entrusted 
it  to  the  nurse.  That  Linda  rather  resented, 
for  so  far  she  had  given  her  husband  every- 
thing with  her  own  hands,  and  it  seemed  hard 
indeed  she  should  be  debarred  from  waiting 
upon  him  now  at  this  final  crisis.  Then  a  fit 
of  coughing  came  on,  and  Bertie  seemed 
worse.  Overwhelmed  with  grief  and  terror, 
she  rushed  to  the  door.  There,  a  new  horror 
awaited  her.  A  fresh  nurse,  just  brought  in 
by    Sir  Frederick,   met  her   on   the  thresh- 
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old    as    she    tried   to  enter   with   the   stern 

words  : 

*  Sir  Frederick's  orders  are,  we  re  not  to  let 
anyone  but  ourselves  come  near  him  for  the 

present.' 

So  Linda,  imnerved  at  the  moment — a  rare 
thing  indeed  with  her — staggered  back  again, 
with  a  dumb  sense  of  injury,  to  her  own 
boudoir,  and  waited,  her  heart  almost  standing 
still  with  awe,  for  some  other  token  of  life  in 
that  mysterious  sick-room. 

Presently  she  heard  Sir  Frederick's  foot  on 
the  stairs.     Then  he  was  still  in  the  house  ! 

'I'll  leave  him  for  the  present,'  he  was 
saying  to  a  servant.  *  I'm  going  down  to  get 
an  hour  or  two's  sleep  on  the  library  sofa.  If 
the  nurse  should  ask  for  me,  just  step  down 
and  wake  me.' 

Then  all  was  silence  again — a  long,  long 
silence. 

At  last,  about  ten  o'clock,  new  sounds 
broke  in  upon  the  stillness  of  that  lonely 
boudoir.  One  nurse  left  her  husband's  bed- 
room for  a  moment,  and  then  another.     Could 
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they  have  left  Bertie  alone,  ill  as  he  was,  she 
wondered  breathlessly  to  herself,  even  for  a 
single  second  ?  Oh  no  ;  impossible  !  They 
would  never  be  so  careless !  She  listened 
again.  Well,  it  couldn't  be  so,  but  she 
fancied  she  heard  sounds  through  the  wall  ; 
sounds  as  of  somebody  moving  softly  and 
stealthily  over  the  floor.  Footsteps  of  one 
going  on  tip-toe,  she  almost  imagined.  Could 
he  be  so  very  ill  ?  Were  they  walking  so  not 
to  wake  him  ?  Or  didn't  it  sound  more  like 
the  soft  fall  of  bare  feet  on  the  velvety  carpet  ? 
Either  way,  the  noise  frightened  and  puzzled 
her  exceedingly. 

As  she  stood  there,  irresolute,  devoured  by 
a  fierce  impulse  to  force  her  way  into  her 
husband's  room,  and  wondering  with  a  vague 
terror  why  Sir  Frederick  had  insisted  on 
keeping  her  so  long  away  from  him,  another 
small  incident  occurred  that  still  further  per- 
turbed and  bewildered  her  agitated  mind. 
The  houses  in  Onslow  Gardens,  as  every 
visitor  to  the  square  behind  them  must  have 
noticed,  have  a  sort  of  continuous  ledge  or 
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terrace  formed  along  their  second  floor  back 
l)y  the  roofs  of  the  great  square  bows  built 
out  into  the  garden  from  the  drawing-rooms 
behind,  so  that  a  person  can  pass  without 
much  difficulty  along  the  top  of  the  ledge 
from  one  house  to  another.  Indeed,  the  whole 
space  is  regularly  laid  out  as  a  long  promenade. 
On  to  this  open  terrace  the  windows  both 
of  Linda's  boudoir  and  the  Duke's  bedroom 
gave,  and  Linda,  looking  out  now — for  she 
hadn't  dlowed  the  servants  to  come  in  to 
draw  the  blind — fancied  she  saw  a  dim  figure 
glide,  ghost-like,  along  outside,  from  the 
direction  of  Bertie's  room  towards  the  houses 
to  the  left  of  her.  It  was  but  a  momentary 
fancy,  for  when,  a  minute  later,  she  mustered 
up  courage  to  fling  open  the  sash  and  glance 
out  along  the  terrace,  she  saw  nobody  there  ; 
but  the  very  weirdness  of  the  suspicion  gave 
point  to  her  lonely  vigil  in  that  empty  room, 
and  she  felt  in  her  heart  she  could  stand  it  no 
longer. 

With  a  wild  burst  of  impulse  she  rushed 
out  into  the  passage.  A  footman  was  stand- 
ing there  to  bar  the  way. 
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*  You  mustn't  go  into  his  grace's  room/  he 
said,  with  a  strange  undertone  of  severity 
alloying  the  wonted  deference  of  the  trained 
upper  servant's  manner.  *  That's  Sir  Fred- 
erick's orders !' 

Linda  brushed  past  him  with  her  grand 
commanding  air. 

*  Stand  aside,  sir !'  she  said  imperatively. 
*  How  dare  you  interfere  with  me  ?'  And  she 
waved  him  away  with  her  outstretched  hand 
like  a  queen  in  her  wifely  dignity. 

The  man  hesitated  a  moment — and  then  let 
her  pass  on.  Even  with  Sir  Frederick's 
authority  to  back  him  up,  he  was  too  true  a 
flunkey  at  heart  to  lay  forcible  hands  on  the 
i^acred  person  of  a  Duchess. 

Linda  opened  Bertie's  door,  and  rushed  into 
the  room.  There  her  worst  fear  was  realized. 
Her  husband  was  alone — alone  and  ghastly 
pale,  lying  back  with  his  eyes  shut,  exhausted, 
upon  his  pillow.  Then  both  the  nurses  must 
have  left  the  room  at  once,  as  she  feared,  and 
heaven  only  could  say  what  Bertie  might  have 
done  meanwhile,  being  mad  and  dangerous 
in  his  delirium.     He  lay  breathless  now,  like 
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a  man  who  has  spent  his  little  remaining 
strength  in  vain  on  some  wild  endeavour. 

Linda  darted  across  to  the  bedside,  and  felt 
his  fevered  brow.  The  Duke  opened  his  eyes 
for  a  second  and  smiled  at  her  contentedly. 
He  seemed  quite  happy.  His  face  was  like 
that  of  one  gloating  over  some  accomplished 
success.  Linda  couldn't  tell  why,  but  that 
smile  of  his  filled  her  with  a  deeper  horror 
than  the  sternest  repulse.  In  her  agony  she 
almost  cried  out  with  an  exceeding  loud  voice. 
All  at  once  a  strange  feeling  of  endless  separa- 
tion between  him  and  her  had  come  over  her 
imawares.  Bertie  was  dying;  but  do  what 
she  could,  she  couldn't  find  it  in  her  heart  to 
stoop  down  and  kiss  him. 

That  last  smile  he  had  given  her  seemed  to 
freeze  up  the  very  fountains  of  love  in  her 
marrow.  It  was  a  sniile  of  triumph,  but 
ghastly  in  its  malevolence. 

As  she  stood  there,  leaning  over  him,  her 
heart  fluttering  wildly,  and  her  lips  parched 
with  horror,  the  door  opened  once  more,  and 
the  first  nurse  entered.  At  sight  of  Linda, 
bendin";  over  her  husband's  bed  and  smoot^iinsr 
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the  sheet  with  her  hand,  she  rushed  up,  ap- 
parently terrified. 

*  You  here,  Duchess  !*  she  cried  in  a  voice  of 
astonishment,  not  unmixed  with  repugnance, 
almost  pushing  her  aside  in  her  haste  with  her 
trembling  arms.  *  I  thought  Sir  Frederick  had 
forbidden  your  grace  the  room  !  You  have 
no  place  here.  Go  back  to  your  boudoir  at 
once,  if  you  know  what's  best  for  you.  My 
assistant  and  I  have  sole  charge  of  the  patient.' 

The  Duke  opened  his  eyes  dreamily  once 
more,  and  looked  up  at  the  nurse  with  another 
ghastly  smile  and  something  very  like  malicious 
triumph. 

'  It's  no  matter  now,'  he  said  in  a  small  faint 
voice.  '  I  think  she  may  stop,  nurse.  Nothing 
will  make  much  difference  to  me  after  this,  I 
expect.  Give  me  some  drink.  I'm  so  thirsty 
— thirsty.' 

Linda  snatched  up  a  glass  that  lay  on  the 
table  by  the  bedside,  and  poured  him  out 
at  once  a  draught  of  barley-water  from  the 
jug  that  stood  beside  it.  The  nurse,  darting- 
forward  with  a  little  cry  of  alarm^  almost 
wrenched  it  from  her  hands ;  but  Linda  was 
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firm  now.  She  was  mistress  in  her  own  house, 
and  nobody  should  thwart  her. 

'  Sir  Frederick  or  no  Sir  Frederick,'  she 
cried  passionately,  *  I  shall  take  care  of  my 
own  husband  in  such  straits  as  this.  Let  me 
alone,  I  tell  you  ;  I  shall  not  leave  the  room. 
How  do  I  know  whether  you  two  are  treating 
him  rightly  or  wrongly  ?  When  I  came  in 
here  just  now,  you'd  both  of  you  left  him  en- 
tirely by  himself — a  sick  man  in  his  condition  ! 
How  could  you !  How  dare  you !  I  shall 
stop  here  henceforth  and  watch  over  him  till 
the  end — till  he  gets  well  or  doesn't  get  well. 
I  shall  never  leave  him.  I  shall  sit  here  night 
a..d  day.     I  cant  go  away  from  him.' 

'  As  your  grace  pleases,'  the  nurse  ans"  'ered, 
in  a  very  cold  voice,  watching  her  suspiciously 
with  cat-like  eyes  as  she  held  the  glass  to  the 
Duke's  lips  ;  *but  my  assistant  and  T  will  stop 
here  to  look  after  our  patient.  We've  orders 
not  to  leave  him  alone  with  your  grace  one 
moment.' 

Amazed  and  blinded,  Linda  took  her  seat  by 
the  bed,  and  answered  nothing.  What  it  could 
all  mean  she  hardly  dared  to  realize,  but,  come 
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what  might,  she  would  stop  there  still  and  do 
her  duty.  Not  even  Bertie's  awful  smile  should 
deter  her  from  that.  He  had  dozed  off  into  a 
comatose  sleep  now.  His  breathing  w^as  heavy, 
long,  and  stertorous. 

Presently  the  second  nurse  came  back  wdth 
some  things  in  her  hand  she  had  taken  clown 
to  wash.  The  moment  her  eye  fell  on  Linda 
she  started  back  in  surprise,  and  looked  inquir- 
ingly at  her  pale  companion.  Linda  could 
almost  see  her  lips  form  into  the  half-unspoken 
words,  '  Not  the  Duchess,  surely  ?'  The  first 
nurse  nodded  a  sullen  acquiescence,  accom- 
panied by  a  gesture  of  deprecation,  as  who 
should  say,  *  I  couldn't  help  it  ;  not  my  fault  ; 
but  let  her  be  now.  Anything  to  avoid  making 
a  noise  to  disturb  the  patient.'  Linda  glanced 
up  and  gave  the  new-comer  a  nod  of  polite 
recognition.  The  new  nursr  answered  only  by 
a  remote  inclination  of  her  aead  and  a  stolid 
stare.  Never  in  her  life  had  Linda  been  treated 
with  such  cold  contumely  before.  She  felt 
these  women  were  shunning  her  like  some 
deadly  thing  ;  she  felt  Bertie  by  her  side  was 
dying,  without  fr^'giving  her. 
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The  strain  of  the  situation  was  too  terrible 
for  tears.  She  sat  there,  mute,  like  one  dazed, 
her  hands  folded  on  her  lap,  and  waited  for 
what  she  felt  was  the  inevitable  end  with 
parched  eyes  and  mouth,  and  heart  that  stood 
still  with  the  intensity  of  its  horror. 

By-and-by  the  first  nurse  rose  suddenly,  as 
if  struck  by  an  idea,  poured  out  a  drop  or  two 
of  the  barley-water  into  a  glass,  tasted  it,  rolled 
it  on  her  palate,  pursed  up  her  lips  judicially, 
and  finally  poured  back  the  remainder,  un- 
drunk,  into  the  jug,  which  she  regarded  for  a 
few  seconds  with  deep  deliberation.  Then  she 
lifted  it  in  her  hands,  put  it  carefully  into  a 
corner  cupboard,  where  several  other  jugs  and 
bottles  were  already  standing,  locked  the  cup- 
board, and  stuck  the  key  in  her  pocket,  and, 
last  of  all,  touched  the  knob  of  the  electric  bell 
by  the  Duke's  bedside. 

A  housemaid  answered  the  bell  immediately. 

'  Is  any  of  the  men-servants  out  there  ?'  the 
nurse  asked  under  her  breath. 

'  Yes,  miss ;  there's  a  footman  a- waiting  in 
the  passage  by  Sir  Frederick's  order/  the  girl 
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answered,  in  the  same  low  tone,  darting  a  com- 
passionate glance  at  Linda  in  the  corner  by  the 
bed -head. 

'  Send  him  in,'  the  nurse  said  laconically. 
And  the  man  entered.  It  was  the  same 
who  had  tried  to  prevent  the  Duchess  from 
entering. 

'  I  want  you  to  stop  here  with  me  while  the 
other  nurse  goes  downstairs  to  Sir  Frederick,' 
the  first  speaker  w^ent  on,  addressing  the  foot- 
man in  a  scarcely  audible  whisper.  '  I  mustn't 
be  left  alone  with  the  Duke  and  Duchess  under 
these  circumstances,  for  fear  of  consequences. 
Now,  Emily,  you  go  down  and  get  some  more 
barley-water  yourself  and  bring  it  up  straight. 
When  Sir  Frederick  comes  up  he'll  want  to 
look  at  it.' 

Linda  glanced  up  hastily,  and  saw  the  second 
nurse  depart  with  a  nod  of  intelligence.  The 
footman,  eyeing  her  hard,  stood  there  respect- 
fully, still  as  a  statue,  after  the  wont  of  his 
kind.  The  chief  nurse  kept  her  gaze  fixed 
steadily  on  Linda.  By  her  side,  Bertie  was 
still  breathing  in  the  same  laboured  way,  and 
VOL.  III.  42 


82  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND 

the  bed-clothes  were  heaving  and  falling  slowly 
and  regularly. 

The  hours  passed  away,  and  no  change  came. 
Once,  there  was  a  slight  murmur  at  the  door, 
and  Linda  looked  up  inquiringly.  Somebody 
liad  come  in?  Yes,  Sir  Frederick  stood  by 
her  side,  and  gazed  down  with  his  wrinkled 
small  eyes  at  the  patient.  But  he  said  nothing. 
He  merely  took  a  chair,  and  joined  her  in 
Vr^atching.  Tt  was  a  long,  long  watch,  and  all 
around  was  deathly  silence. 

One  o'clock,  two  o'clock,  three  o'clock,  four 
o'clock.  At  half-past  four  in  the  morning  the 
doctor  watched  more  anxiously. 

'  It  generally  comes  about  now  in  these 
cases,  if  it  comes  at  all,'  he  whispered  to  the 
nurse  at  his  side,  utterly  ignoring  the  sick 
man's  wife,  who  sat  there  still  at  her  post,  all 
pale  and  trembling.  *  The  effect  gets  strongest 
when  the  bodily  functions  are  at  their  lowest 
ebb.  I  think  he  looks  .vorse  now.  Breath 
comes  and  goes  feebly.  .  .  .  H'm,  I  thought 
so.     Pulse  scarcely  distinguishable.' 

Linda  looked  closer  as  he  spoke,  and  saw 
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that  Bertie's  breath  hardly  stirred  the  feather 
the  nurse  was  holding  to  his  lips.  A  minute 
later  there  came  a  very  faint  gasp,  a  rattle  in 
the  throat,  a  fierce  clutch  at  the  bed-clothes. 
Then  the  mouth  fell  open  suddenly  with  an 
ominous  relaxation.  Linda  leant  forward  and 
clasped  her  hands  convulsively  upon  her 
strained  bosom. 

'  Dead  !'  she  cried  with  a  terrible  burst  of 
horror  to  think  he  should  have  died  without 
even  having  spoken  one  last  kind  word  to  her. 

*  Oh  yes  ;  he's  dead,  sure  enough,  madam/ 
Sir  Frederick  answered,  gazing  hard  at  her. 
'  You  need  be  under  no  apprehensions  at  all 
on  that  score.  He's  quite,  quite  dead.  .  .  . 
And  now  I  think  your  grace  had  better  go 
back  to  your  own  boudoir.' 

At  his  words  .'i  second  doctor,  not  seen  till 
tnen,  stepped  out  from  behind  the  curtain. 

*  We'll  take  charge  of  the  body,'  he  said, 
with  marked  gravity.  *  This  is  my  affair. 
Sir  Frederick  has  called  me  in  to  assist  him. 
And  we  can  dispense  with  your  grace's  further 
attendance.' 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

WHAT    THE    WORLD     SAID. 

Linda  listened  as  in  a  dream.     His  words  fell 
dead  upon  her.     Now  all  was  over,  a  strange 
reaction  set  in.     Wearied  out  with  watching, 
she  allowed  herself  to  be  led  to  her  own  room, 
and  let  her  maid  put  her  to  bed  like  an  over- 
worn   child,   with  passive  unresistance.     She 
was   dazed   with   the   horror    and   incompre- 
hensibility of  the  situation.     Her  very  senses 
seemed  to  fail  her.     She  sank  at  once  upon 
her  pillow,  in  a  sort  of  dreamy,  unconscious 
listlessness  :  in  a  few  minutes,  strange  to  say, 
she  was  sleeping  heavily.     The  barley-water 
she  had  supped  in  Bertie's  room  to  moisten 
her   parched   tongue    must    have    made   her 
drowsy. 

When  she  woke  up,  it  was  broad  daylight  ; 
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there  were  noises  in  the  house  of  much  stir 
and  commotion.  She  awoke  with  a  start, 
hardly  realizing  just  at  first  the  full  extent  of 
her  misfortune.  What  had  happened  ?  Let 
her  think  !  She  was  conscious  only  of  a  dull 
aching  sense  of  loss  and  misery.  Something 
had  gone  from  her  life.  Something  vague  and 
dim.  Then  she  remembered,  with  a  flash,  it 
was  Bertie — and  more  than  Bertie. 

She  rose  hurriedly,  and,  putting  on  her 
dressing-gown,  moved  over  to  the  window  and 
looked  out  through  the  blind.  She  hardly 
knew  why  ;  perhaps  it  was  mere  want  of  fresh 
air  that  prompted  her  ;  but  something  made 
her  stand  there  a  minute  with  her  hand  hard 
pressed  on  her  throbbing  forehead.  As  she 
stood  gazing  idly,  two  men,  skulking  as  be- 
fore, passed  one  another  opposite,  with  just 
the  same  mute  look  of  mutual  recognition  in 
their  eyes  as  that  she  had  noticed  in  the 
private  detectives'.  They  were  not  the  same 
two  men,  however  ;  their  faces  and  dress  were 
totally  different ;  but  she  remarked  at  once  an 
extraordinary  similarity  of  type,  and  build, 
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and  walk,  and  manner  about  them.  Like  all  ^ 
detectives,  in  fact,  they  were  obtrusively  un- 
obtrusive in  appearance  and  style.  They 
seemed  to  proclaim  aloud  to  all  the  world  that 
they  desired  nobody  to  take  the  slightest 
notice  of  their  presence. 

Many  other  people  were  lounging  around 
the  street ;  in  fact,  a  little  crowd  had  gathered 
near  the  door,  discussing  the  Duke's  death 
and  its  attendant  circumstances.  But  these 
two  were  quite  different  in  bearing  from  all 
the  other  loungers ;  they  wore  the  unmis- 
takable impress  of  men  who  lounge  for  pro- 
fessional purposes.  It  was  their  trade  to  hang 
about  loose  and  keep  a  careless  eye  on  people, 
and  things  without  seeming  to  observe  them. 
The  sickening  triith  came  home  to  Linda's 
mind  at  once.  They  were  watching  the  house : 
they  were  spies — police  agents — closely  noting 
the  movements  of  all  the  inmates. 

Her  heart  sank  within  her  :  yet,  even  so, 
she  hardly  admitted  to  herself  the  full  truth 
about  the  situation. 

Moving  dreamily  back,  she  rang  the  bell 
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for  her  maid,  and  dressed  mechanically.  The 
maid  preserved  a  most  unwonted  silence ; 
scarcely  a  word  was  spoken  while  she  combed 
out  her  mistress's  hair.  A  deadly  stillness 
prevailed  in  the  room,  made  more  oppressive 
by  the  gloom  of  the  blinds  drawn  down  out 
of  respect  to  the  dead.  Linda  felt  she  could 
hardly  bear  up  against  this  blow  of  fate.  But 
for  very  womanhood's  sake,  she  bore  up  and 
steadied  herself 

As  soon  as  she  was  dressed,  some  strange 
impulse  led  her  afresh  to  the  opposite  window, 
that  looked  out  upon  the  gardens  at  the  back 
of  the  house — the  window  of  her  boudoir, 
where  she  fancied  last  night  she  saw  a  draped 
figure  pass,  crouching  and  ghost-like,  just 
before  she  burst  wildly  into  Bertie's  bedroom. 
Gazing  out  of  it,  two  men  once  more  riveted 
her  attention  in  the  garden  behind.  They 
were  dressed  like  gentlemen,  and  they  walked 
up  and  down  on  the  path  as  if  the  gardens 
belonged  to  them.  But  they  were  not  inhabi- 
tants of  the  houses  around  ;  the  same  stamp 
was  upon  them  in  unmistakable  ways  as  on 
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the  men  in  front.     She  knew  they,  too,  were 
a  couple  of  police  detectives. 

The  house  was  being  watched,  then,  both 
front  and  back.  The  police  were  taking  note 
of  every  man,  woman,  or  child  who  either 
entered  or  left  it. 

She  flung  herself  on  her  couch  in  silent 
horror  and  agony. 

The  day  wore  away  in  the  same  weary, 
dreary,  desolate  way  as  days  always  do  wear 
away  when  there's  death  in  a  house.  There 
were  the  same  tedious,  distasteful  details  to 
look  to  ;  the  same  ill-timed  questions  of  dress 
and  mourning  ;  the  same  hateful  necessity  for 
eating  and  drinking.  Nobody  came  near  her 
to  lighten  her  sorrow.  Linda  bore  up  through 
it  all  alone,  save  for  the  servants  ;  and  even  the 
very  servants  seemed  to  shun  and  mistrust  her. 

At  last,  after  lunch,  a  newspaper  boy, 
running  hastily  down  the  street,  broke  the 
awful  silence  of  the  room  by  bawling,  in  a 
half-inaudible  shout : 

*  EvenM  Standard^  Speshul  Edition  !  Sus- 
picious  death   of  the   Dook  of  Powysland  ! 
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The  Doctor's  Account !  Curious  Conduck  of 
her  grace  the  Duchess!  .  .  .  Supposed  Mur- 
der of  the  Dook  of  Powysland.  'Ere  y'are. 
EvenM  Standard^  Speshul  Edition !' 

Linda  clapped  her  hands  to  her  ears,  aghast 
with  horror,  and  rang  the  bell  instantly  in  the 
fierce  fever  of  her  excitement.  She  must 
know  the  worst.     A  footman  answered  it. 

*  Go  out  and  get  me  that  paper,'  she  cried, 
in  a  voice  chilly  with  awe.  *  The  paper  the 
boy's  crying.  The  Evening  Standard.  He's 
calling  out  something  dreadful  about  the 
Duke.     I  must  see  it  immediately.' 

The  man  hesitated.  '  I  beg  your  grace's 
pardon,*  he  said,  with  obvious  reluctance  either 
to  obey  or  to  refuse,  *  but  I  don't  think  .  .  . 
I  fancy  your  grace  would  rather  not  see 
what's  printed  in  the  papers.' 

'  Have  you  seen  them,  George?'  Linda  cried, 
turning  round  upon  him  point-blank. 

'  Ye-es,  your  grace,'  the  man  faltered  out, 
uncertain  how  to  reply  under  these  embar- 
rassing circumstances. 

*  And  what  do  they  say  ?  Linda  exclaimed, 
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growing  pale,  and  clutching  at  the  nearest 
chair  to  support  herself. 

*  I  think,  perhaps,'  the  man  responded 
cautiously,  thus  driven  to  bay,  *  I'd  better  go 
out  and  get  one  for  your  grace.  Then  your 
grace  can  see  for  yourself  what  it  is  they're 
saying  about  it' 

Linda  staggered  back  to  the  sofa  in  breath- 
less dismay.  This  was  too,  too  terrible.  She 
wondered  what  these  scandal-mongers  could 
have  made  out  of  her  conduct.  Even  yet  she 
had  no  idea  of  the  full  strength  of  the  case 
against  her.  She  sat  waiting  for  the  paper 
with  bloodless  hands  clasped  in  front  of  her 
in  agony.  It  seemed  an  age  before  the  man 
came  back.  But  at  last  he  arrived,  bringing 
the  paper  with  him. 

Linda  tore  the  sheet  open,  and  turned  to  the 
middle  page.  There  it  was,  sure  enough,  in 
sober  earnest,  displayed  in  the  very  biggest 
leaded  type :  *  A  Belgravian  Mystery.  Death 
of  the  Duke  of  Powysland.  Suspicious  Cir- 
cumstances. An  Inquest  to  be  Held.  Atti- 
tude of  the  Duchess.     Rumours  of  Poison.* 
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It  made  her  blood  run  cold,  but  she  never 
flinched  externally.  Her  eye  glanced  rapidly 
down  the  column,  taking  it  in  at  first  but 
vaguely,  and  then  slowly  assimilating  the  full 
meaning  piecemeal.  And  this  is  how  the 
paper  described  the  events  that  had  lately 
been  happening  to  the  House  of  Montgomery : 

*  We  regret  to  have  to  arnounce  the  death 
of  the  Duke  of  Powysland,  which  took  place 
at  an  early  hour  this  morning  at  his  grace's 
temporary  residence  in  Onslow  Gardens.  The 
Duke,  as  we  have  already  informed  our  readers, 
returned  from  Norway  a  few  days  since  with 
the  virus  of  typhoid  fever  thoroughly  imbedded 
in  his  system.  He  has  been  attended  through- 
out his  illness  by  Sir  Frederick  Weston,  the 
eminent  specialist  on  typhus  and  the  allied 
zymotic  complaints,  and  up  to  Tuesday  last 
Sir  Frederick  had  formed  a  most  favourable 
opinion  of  his  patient's  condition.  On  that 
day,  however,  a  change  for  the  worse  unex- 
pectedly occurred  ;  symptoms  of  a  curious 
lethargic  character  set  in  by  degrees,  and  the 
noble  patient's  state  became  gradually  such  as 
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to  arouse  grave  suspicions  in  Sir  Frederick's 
mind  of  some  serious  form  of  narcotic  poison- 
ing. Nothing  is  yet  known  with  certainty 
as  to  the  facts  of  the  case,  but  rumours  of  a 
very  disquieting  nature  have  been  flying  about 
town  and  the  clubs  this  morning.  It  is  even 
stated  in  some  well-informed  quarters  that  an 
inquest  will  be  held,  at  which  facts  of  a  most 
startling  and  sensational  character  are  expected 
to  be  made  public.  London  is  promised  an 
unusual  excitement.' 

So  much  was  in  large  type.  Then  came  a 
paragraph  of  less  absorbing  interest,  beginning : 
*  The  deceased  nobleman,  Adalbert  Owen 
Trefaldwyn  Montgomery,  ninth  Duke  of 
Powysland,  who  has  thus  just  been  removed 
by  death  in  the  prime  of  life,  was  the  second 
son  of  Leopold  Augustus,  seventh  Duke,  by 
his  wife  Amelia,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Leoline 
Watkins,  the  well-known  head  of  the  distin- 
guished brewing  firm  of  Watkins,  Brown, 
Traies,  and  Walbury.'  And  so  forth,  and  so 
forth.  All  that  Linda  skipped ;  she  knew  it 
well  before.     It  was  the  common  information 
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vouchsafed  to  the  public  in  the  official  works 
of  Burke,  Debrett,  and  Foster.  But  below  it 
came  a  second  paragraph  in  more  important 
type,  with  a  leaded  heading :  *  Latest  Details. 
Suspected  Murder!' 

Linda  turned  to  this  part  with  a  certain 
eager  awe  and  horror.  It  read  as  follows,  as 
far  as  she  could  gather : 

*  Inquiries  made  at  the  deceased  nobleman's 
residence  in  Onslow  Gardens  disclose  the  fact 
that  very  suspicious  circumstances  surround 
the  Belgravia  Mystery,  as  the  Duke  of  Powys- 
land's  sudden  death  is  now  already  called 
throughout  the  entire  neighbourhood.  The 
servants  and  other  employes  of  the  late  Duke 
observe  the  strictest  reticence,  and  it  is  difficult 
to  discover  the  exact  truth  in  the  midst  of  the 
contradictory  rumours  which  are  everywhere 
freely  put  about  and  publicly  debated  upon. 
Little  of  certainty  has  yet  transpired,  and  the 
police  decline  to  yield  any  information.  How- 
ever, a  representative  of  the  Central  Press 
Agency  vouches  for  the  general  accuracy  of 
the  following  startling  statement : 
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'  About  three  days  since  Sir  Frederick 
Weston,  who  has  been  in  constant  attendance 
upon  the  Duke,  began  to  notice  very  distinct 
signs  of  opium-poisoning  in  his  patient's  con- 
dition. He  inquired  of  the  Duke  whether  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  privately  taking  any  form 
of  morphia  or  other  narcotic,  an  inquiry 
to  which  the  Duke  returned  an  emphatic 
negative.  Sir  Frederick  then  began  watching 
his  patient's  food  with  close  attention,  and  saw 
grounds  for  believing  that  large  quantities  of 
morphia  were  being  surreptitiously  introduced 
into  it  from  some  unknown  quarter.  As  soon 
as  the  presence  of  morphia  in  any  food  or 
medicine  was  reasonably  suspected,  the  object 
was  at  once  impounded  and  laid  aside,  and  the 
strictest  watch  was  kept  upon  the  nurses  and 
other  attendants.  Stil],  no  clue  could  be 
obtained  to  the  perpetrator  of  the  outrage. 
Meanwhile,  the  Duke  grew  feebler  and  feebler, 
though  every  precaution  was  taken  to  prevent 
any  of  the  poisoned  food  being  administered 
to  him  unawares.  Sir  Frederick  Weston, 
however,   became   more  and  more  convinced 
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that  the  slow  decline  in  the  Duke's  strength 
must  be  due  to  the  improper  administration  of 
some  form  of  opiate,  and  could  not  possibly  be 
assigned  to  the  normal  course  of  the  fever, 
whose  progress  throughout  has  been  thoroughly 
understood,  in  all  its  complications,  ever  since 
the  classical  researches  of  Sir  William  Jenner. 
He  determined,  therefore,  to  keep  a  still  closer 
guard  upon  the  food  and  medicine,  and  to 
allow  nobody  to  have  access  to  the  Duke's 
,room  except  the  Duchess  herself  and  two 
trained  nurses  of  his  own  choosing. 

*  Now  comes  the  most  sensational  part  of  the 
common  rumour,  which  we  publish  under  all 
reserve,  and  without  in  any  way  guaranteeing 
the  truth  of  any  portion  of  the  statement.  It 
is  currently  reported  that  last  night,  about 
eight  o'clock,  the  Duke  desired  to  see  his 
medical  attendant  alone,  without  the  presence 
of  any  third  party,  and  conjecture  has  it  that 
his  grace  then  confided  to  Sir  Frederick's  ear 
the  gravest  suspicions  as  to  the  Duchess's 
conduct.  At  any  rate,  it  is  certain  that  Sir 
Frederick   immediately    after   this    interview 


96  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND 

forbade  the  Duchess  her  husband's  room,  and 
left  the  Duke  under  the  care  of  his  own  two 
nurses  only.     In  the  course  of  the  evening, 
however,   it   is   asserted    that   the    Duchess, 
taking  advantage  of  the  temporary  absence  of 
both  attendants,  forced  her  way,  against  the 
doctor's   orders,   into   his   grace's   room,  and 
administered  to  him  a  dose  of  medicine  from  a 
bottle  she  carried  in  her  own  pocket.     On  the 
return  of  the  nurses,  a  few  minutes  later,  they 
found  the  Duke  lapsing  into  a  comatose  and 
almost  dying  condition,  while  the   Duchess, 
taking  her  stand  upon  her  rights  as  mistress 
in  her  own  house,  positively  refused  to  leave 
the  sick-chamber.     The  unfortunate  nobleman 
fell  at  once  into  a  deep  and  lethargic  stupor, 
from  which  he  never  rallied,  and  passed  quietly 
away  a  little  after  half-past  four  this  morning. 
*  Rumour  adds    that  the   contents  of   the 
Duke's    barley-water    and    other    foods   and 
drinks  supplied  by  the  Duchess  have  already 
been  subjected  to  a  hasty  analysis,  and  that 
extravagant  quantities  of  morphia  have  been 
found  in  all  of  them.     A  bottle  of  the  same 
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drug,  containing  a  sufficient  amount  to  kill  a 
whole  household,  but  harmlessly  labelled  as 
*'  Best  Violet  Powder,"  has  also  been  unearthed 
among  the  valuables  in  the  Duchess's  jewel-case, 
which  lay  accidentally  in  a  drawer  of  the  Duke's 
bedroom.  If  these  rumours  prove  true,  it  is 
probable  that  London  will  soon  be  called  upon 
to  w^itness  one  of  the  most  sensational  trials  of 
recent  years.  It  is  not  often  that  a  Duchess 
has  figured  in  court  as  the  accused  in  a  case  of 
this  character.  We  understand,  indeed,  on 
inquiry,  that  her  grace's  nerves  are  temporarily 
shattered  by  the  painful  events  of  the  last 
fortnight.' 

There  was  mucli  more  to  the  same  general 
effect,  but  Linda  had  no  eyes  left  to  read  it. 
Her  sight  failed  her.  One  of  the  most  sensa- 
tional trials  of  recent  years  !  That  was  all  the 
paper  had  to  say  about  this  atrocious  attempt 
to  make  the  world  believe  she  had  deliberately 
planned  to  poison  Bertie ! 
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CHAPTER    XL.        f 

IN  DEADLY  PERIL. 

For  the  next  ten  days  London  spoke,  wrote, 
thought,  and  dreamt  about  nothing  else  on 
earth  but  what  the  newspapers  called  the 
Belgravia  Mystery.  Since  Pigott's  flight, 
indeed,  no  sensation  had  so  universally  en- 
chained attention.  It  was  the  common  talk  of 
clubs  and  tea-tables  how  the  Duke  of  Powys- 
land  had  been  poisoned  in  his  food — and  it 
was  the  Duchess  herself  who  had  deliberately 
poisoned  him. 

At  first,  to  be  sure,  the  few  compassionate 
souls  who  took  Linda's  part — either  because 
she  was  a  woman,  or  because  she  was  a 
Duchess,  or  because  she  was  young  and 
beautiful,  or  because  (though  this  was  the 
rarest  class  of  all)  they  hated  to  hear  any  case 
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prejudged  on  insufficient  evidence — objected 
with  apparent  truth  that  no  adequate  motive 
could  be  shown  for  so  terrible  a  crime 
against  the  supposed  criminal's  own  newly- 
wedded  husband.  But  cynics  replied,  with  an 
ugly  smile,  that  nobody  could  ever  guage 
anybody  else's  motives — [not  gauge,  a  vile 
dictionary  blunder] — that  each  of  us  knew  his 
own  business,  and  his  own  alone;  that  one 
never  could  tell  what  might  remain  behind; 
that  Powysland  was  a  gambler  and  a  7'oue 
who  married  his  wife  for  her  money,  and 
spent  the  money  like  water  as  soon  as  he  got 
it ;  that  the  Duchess  herself  was  a  pretty 
upstart,  raised  suddenly  from  the  very  dregs  of 
the  people  to  position  and  affluence ;  and  that 
her  rapid  accession,  first  to  wealth  and  then  to 
the  highest  rank  in  the  land,  had  probably 
turned  her  head  till  she  fancied  she  could  do 
whatever  she  chose  with  impunity.  Wealth 
and  title  had  intoxicated  her  brain.  She 
found  too  late  she  had  made  a  mistake  in 
marrying  the  Duke,  who  neither  loved  nor 
respected  her.     Within  the  first  year  of  their 
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marriage  he  had  squandered  a  large  part  of  her 
immense  fortune,  and  then  treated  her  with 
studied  and  ostentatious  neglect  by  going  off 
alone  on  an  inadequate  pretext  for  six  weeks 
to  Norway.  A3  soon  as  he  returned,  the 
Duchess,  stung  to  the  quick  by  this  slight  to 
her  charms —  ( '  Notumque  furens  quid  foemina 
possit/  said  a  famous  talker  at  the  Reform) — 
had  seized  the  opportunity  of  his  illness  to  get 
rid  of  him  outright,  and  had  carried  out  her 
plans  with  all  the  reckless  openness  of  an 
ignorant  and  hasty  half-educated  woman. 

For,  of  course,  as  soon  as  Linda's  action 
came  to  be  publicly  discussed,  the  facts  about 
Clandon  Street  soon  leaked  out.  And,  as 
always  happens  in  such  cases,  they  were 
grossly  exaggerated,  till  a  totally  new  com- 
plexion was  put  upon  the  Duchess's  character 
and  position.  She  had  begun  life,  it  was  cur- 
rently reported,  as  a  lodging-house  slavey,  and 
had  been  raised  to  sudden  wealth  by  the  good 
luck  of  her  brother,  a  journeyman  mechanic, 
who  had  learnt  his  trade  as  a  blacksmith's  boy 
or  a  layer-down  of  gas-pipes.      Many  people 
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were  positive  on  the  point  that  the  Duchess 
could  neither  read  nor  write;  while  others 
hinted  that  her  change  of  name  on  going 
to  America  was  necessitated  by  causes  of  a 
most  unmentionable  character.  Altogether, 
it  was  looked  upon  as  certain,  both  in  West- 
End  drawing-rooms  and  in  the  free-and-easy 
at  every  London  public-house,  that  '  tiie 
Powysland'  had  poisoned  her  husband  because 
she  was  tired  of  his  gambling  and  his  continual 
extravagance,  and  because  he  had  let  her  see 
all  too  plainly  and  too  soon  it  was  her  money, 
not  herself,  he  had  wooed  and  wedded. 

In  fact,  the  only  question  the  world  seemed 
to  ask  itself  was,  Why  did  she  poison  him? 
The  prior  question,  Did  she  poison  him  at  all  ? 
never  for  one  moment  occurred  to  anybody. 

The  newspapers  had  leaders  about  Lucrezia 
Borgia  and  Beatrice  Cenci ;  they  discussed 
Brinvilliers  and  the  Duchess  of  Kingston ; 
they  raked  up  all  instances,  British  and  foreit^n, 
of  high-placed  poisoners  or  distinguished  mur- 
deresses. They  prejudged  the  case  by  sug- 
gestion,  and   prejudiced     people's   minds    by 
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parallel  stories,  introduced  without  comment, 
as  bearing  upon  a  question  now  very  much 
talked  about  in  all  circles  of  society. 

Then,  by-and-by,  other  facts,  one  by  one, 
leaked  out.  It  began  to  be  whispered  about 
that  there  were  reasons  below  the  surface;  well 
— the  usual  reasons,  you  know  ;  h'm,  yes, 
exactly  so.  This  mystery  was  of  a  piece  with 
all  similar  mysteries  elsewhere.  Somebody 
else  was  really  at  the  bottom  of  it.  '  A  gentle- 
man'3  name,*  said  the  cautious  newspaper 
reports  two  days  after  the  occurrence,  *  was 
freely  mentioned  in  the  clubs  yesterday  in  con- 
nection with  the  Duke  of  Powysland's  sudden 
death;'  and  that  gentleman,  people  muttered 
in  West- End  drawing-rooms,  was  Mr.  Basil 
Maclaine,  of  the  Board  of  Trade,  the  handsome 
young  man  with  the  killing  moustache,  who 
used  to  lodge  in  the  Duchess's  house  some 
years  ago  at  Bloomsbury.  Private  detectives, 
it  was  noised  abroad,  had  been  set  by  the 
Duke  to  watch  this  gay  Lothario's  relations 
with  his  too  lively  Duchess;  and  the  result 
of  the  watching  had  been — well — eh — so  un- 
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favourable  to  the  suspected  persons  that  the 
lady  had  taken  an  heroic  way  out  of  it. 

In    clubland,    ever   ready    to    believe    the 
worst  of  anybody,  this  plausible  explanation 
was  accepted  at  once  with  a  cynical  sneer  of 
complete  comprehension.      The  whole  thing, 
my  dear  fellow,  is  as  clear  as  mud.     Nothing 
on  earth  could  hang  together  more  naturally. 
This  is  how  we  look  at  it  in  our  set,  don't  you 
see?     The  Duke  picks  up  a  young  woman  in 
New  York,  of  enormous  wealth,  of  course,  and 
handsome — very — but  of  the  shadiest  possible 
social  antecedents.     Girl    started  in  life  in  a 
London  lodging-house,  and  we  all  know  what 
that  means  ;  the  morals  of  lodging-houses,  to 
put  it  mildly,  can  seldom  endure  a  close  cen- 
sorial scrutiny.    There  she  knocked  up  against 
this  young  man,  Maclaine — you  must  recollect 
the  fellow  by  Aght — a  good-looking  chap,  in  a 
Government  office,   with  a  fashionable  drawl 
and    a    black    moustache,    and,    from    Miss 
Figgins's  point  of  view — oh  yes,  I  assure  you, 
the    Duchess's   original   name,   when   history 
first  turns  its  bright  bull's-eye  upon  her,  was 
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positively  Figgins — no  more  than  that,  a  most 
l)lebeian  Figgins — well,  from  Miss  Figgins' s 
point  of  view,  Maclaine  would  naturally  seem 
*  a  perfect  gentleman/  She  would  see  him 
with  the  admiring  eyes  of  the  lodging-house 
slavey.  To  her  he  would  have  position, 
money,  social  prestige,  fascination  ;  he  could 
bring  her  home  a  bunch  of  blue  ribbons  to  tie 
up  her  bonny  brown  hair,  or  some  cheap 
tawdry  jewellery  from  a  shop  in  the  Palais 
lioyal ;  and  to  Miss  Figgins,  no  doubt,  in  her 
])loomsbury  garret,  such  things  would  appear 
in  the  light  of  most  munificent  presents.  You 
can  guess  the  rest.  A  mutual  attachment 
springs  up  between  the  young  people,  left- 
handed  so  fir  as  one  of  the  parties  involved  is 
concerned  ;  the  ordinary  consequences  super- 
vene ;  and  one  fine  morning,  hi  presto  !  Miss 
Figgins  disappears  as  if  by  magic  to  New 
York — Mr.  Basil  Maclaine,  no  doubt,  for  suffi- 
cient reasons  best  known  to  himself,  having 
paid  her  passage-money.  That  closes  chapter 
the  first,  don't  you  see  ?  Chapter  the  second 
opens  a  little  later  under  different  auspice?. 
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Here  we  have  a  complete  fairy  transforma- 
tion scene.  Miss  Figgins  has  disappeared 
through  a  hidden  trapdoor,  and,  enter  in  her 
place,  with  totally  new  dresses,  scenery,  and 
properties,  a  very  much  redecorated  and  wliite- 
washed  Miss  Amberley.  The  brother  with 
the  gas-pipes  has  '  struck  ile  ' ;  he  turns  out 
on  examination  to  be  one  of  your  genuine 
unsuspected  working-men  geniuses.  Having 
gone  over  to  New  York  in  disgrace  wdth  his 
pretty  sister — bought  off,  no  doubt,  for  a 
fifty -pound  note  by  the  prudent  Maclaine — he 
finds  himself  suddenly  an  electrical  engineer  of 
the  first  water,  on  the  strength  of  this  small 
capital  so  ill-acquired,  and  rises  offhand,  v^th 
true  American  haste,  to  incredible  wealth  and 
social  position.  The  pretty  sister,  who  had 
thus  indirectly  been  the  founder  of  his  fortunes,  . 
naturally  claims  her  share  in  the  proceeds. 
'  Give,  give !'  she  says,  like  the  daughters  of 
the  horse-leech  ;  and  Amberley-Figgins,  being 
an  austere  man,  admits  the  justice  of  her 
claim,  and  buys  her  off  with  her  clear  half- 
million. 
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Just  at  this  juncture,  poor  Powysland  goes 
over  in  search  of  tin  to  pay  his  debts  for  a 
year  or  so,  and  marries,  as  he  imagines,  an 
American  heiress.  In  an  evil  hour  he  brings 
his  bride  to  London.  At  a  party  at  the 
Simpsons' — I  was  there  myself  and  saw  it — 
the  girl  meets  her  discarded  lover  unex- 
pectedly. In  a  moment  the  old  flame  revives. 
The  forgotten  lover  returns.  Maclaine  thinks 
better  of  her  now  he  sees  her  a  Duchess  in  a 
diamond  necklet.  Coetera  quis  nescit?  In- 
trigue, detectives,  disgrace,  exposure.  The 
Duke  makes  a  feint  of  going  to  Norway,  just 
to  give  them  rope  enough  to  hang  themselves. 
They  blandly  accept  the  rope  with  childlike 
innocence,  and  Powysland  comes  back  to  find 
the  lodging-house  maiden  has  flown  to  the 
arms  of  her  former  lodger.  He  threatens 
divorce.  The  Duchess  gets  frightened  and 
takes  to  poison.  She  gives  him  morphia — by 
the  bucketful,  like  a  little  fool  that  she  is — 
and  he  dies  of  the  dose  under  Sir  Frederick's 
eyes,  announcing  to  the  doctor  with  his  last 
breath  that  her  grace  has  done  for  him.     A 
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very  pretty  tragedy  indeed,  us  tragedies  go ; 
but  what  can  you  expect  if  a  man  of  his  rank 
mud-rakes  the  slums,  and  sells  himself  without 
inquiry  to  a  young  woman  of  no  education 
and  doubtful  antecedents,  picked  up  at  random 
out  of  a  New  York  gutter  ? 

To  us,  who  know  and  understand  Linda,  it's 
hateful  even  to  have  to  write  or  read  such  vile 
insinuations.  But  such  is  the  way  of  Pall  Mall. 
You  have  only  to  suggest  to  the  denizens  of 
those  princely  palaces  that  line  the  main 
thoroughfare  of  clubland  some  disgraceful 
motive  or  some  ugly  desire  as  the  key  of  any 
problem  then  under  discussion,  and  straight- 
way, as  men  of  the  world! — by  George!  yes, 
my  dear  sir,  they  see  at  a  glance  youVe  hit  by 
instinct  upon  the  true  solution.  So  all  London 
explained  in  this  way  Linda's  reasons  for  wish- 
ing to  get  rid  of  her  superfluous  husband,  the 
moment  it  began  to  be  generally  known  that 
the  Duke  had  set  private  detectives  to  watch 
over  her  intercourse  with  Maclaine  while  he 
was  away  in  Norway. 

To  Linda  herself,  of  course,  those  anxious 
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(lays  of  suspense  and  waiting  were  inex- 
pressibly terrible.  Yet  they  wore  away  some- 
how. The  inquest  was  held,  and  Linda, 
habited  in  very  deep  mourning,  sat  on  one 
side  of  the  court,  tearless  and  firm,  but  pale 
as  death,  while  a  hundred  opera-glasses  were 
turned  upon  her  mercilessly.  Many  people, 
^  'hose  acquaintance  she  had  made  in  the  short 
\vhirl  of  her  one  London  season,  were  there  to 
look  on  ;  but  few  of  them  gave  her  more  than 
a  distant  salutation.  She  felt  terribly  alone  in 
the  world.  No  real  friend  was  near  her.  She 
rather  wondered  Douglas  Harrison  hadn^t 
come  to  see  her  in  her  hour  of  need  ;  but  her 
good  sense  suggested  to  her  at  once  the  true 
explanation — Douglas  was  afraid  of  further 
prejudicing  her  case  by  seeming  too  attentive. 
Two  things  alone  cheered  her  up  in  her  agony. 
One  was  that  Sabine  Harrison,  like  a  true 
woman  as  she  was,  sat  close  to  her  all  through, 
a  true  woman's  instinct  telling  her  plainly 
that  Linda  must  be  innocent.  The  other  was 
the  receipt  of  a  telegram  from  Cecil  in  Mon- 
tana : 
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^  Am  coming  home  as  fast  as  steam  will 
bring  me.  Bear  up  against  this  wicked  and 
incomprehensible  calumny.  All  will  yet  be 
cleared  up.  American  friends  have  perfect 
confidence  in  your  speedy  acquittal.' 

Yet  the  mere  accusation  itself  was  enough 
to  strike  any  woman  dumb  with  horror  ;  and 
oh!  when  Linda  heard  it  detailed  before  the 
coroner,  how  ir  r'^dibly  conclusive  the  evi- 
dence seemed  against  her !  Day  after  day  the 
inquest  was  adjourned  ;  and  day  after  day,  as 
fresh  facts  poured  in,  the  case  looked  blacker 
and  blacker.  Sir  Frederick  and  the  other 
doctors,  the  analysts,  the  nurses,  the  detectives, 
the  servants — all  had  but  one  consistent  story 
to  tell,  that  she  had  poisoned  her  husband, 
and  that  she  had  poisoned  him  to  marry  the 
man  who  had  deceived  her.  She  sat  through 
it  all  like  one  dazed,  and  listened  breathless  to 
the  overwhelming  mass  of  hints  and  details 
that  told  all  one  way,  without  the  power  of 
making  even  a  suggestion  to  herself  as  to  who 
could  be  the  real  murderer.     Bertie  had  been 
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|)oisoned  ;  of  that  she  could  feel  no  reasonable 
doubt  ;  but  who  on  earth  had  poisoned  him  ? 
Till  she  found  out  that,  her  character  would 
never  be  cleared  before  the  eyes  of  the  world 
— if,  indeed,  she  could  escape  the  final  penalty 
of  the  criminal. 

Day  after  day  the  inquest  dragged  on  ;  but 
at  last  those  endless  proceedings  were  over. 
The  adjournments  were  finished  ;  and  the  jury 
went  out,  pi'o  forma^  to  consider  their  verdict. 
It  was  a  foregone  conclusion.  Linda  felt  sure 
of  that.  With  very  languid  interest  she 
awaited  their  return.  By-and-by  they  came 
back.  Deep  silence  fell  for  a  moment  on  the 
court. 

*  We  find  that  Adalbert  Owen  Trefaldwyn, 
Duke  of  Powysland,  has  died  from  the  ad- 
ministration of  morphia  in  his  food  and 
medicine/  the  foreman  said  impressively  ; 
*  and  we  bring  in  a  verdict  of  wilful  murder 
against  Linda,  Duchess  of  Powysland.' 

Poor,  w^eary  soul !  she  thought  she  had 
sufficiently  nerved  herself  up,  in  anticipation, 
for    those    terrible    words,   but    when    they 
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Sir 


actually  came  she  almost  fainted.  She  was 
standing  to  hear  them,  but  as  the  foreman 
finished  she  sank  back  in  her  seat  and  closed 
her  eyes  swimmingly.  All  the  room  went 
round  in  a  whirling  maze.  She  hardly  caught 
the  terms  in  which,  with  grave  decorum,  the 
coroner  handed  over  her  grace  the  Duchess  to 
the  custody  of  the  police  on  the  jury's  finding 
of  wilful  murder. 


CHAPTER   XLL 

counsel's   opinion. 

Till  the  trial  came  on,  Linda  had  to  pass 
through  another  terrible  ordeal  of  suspense 
and  waiting.  The  solitude  of  the  gaol  alone 
to  which  she  was  consigned  would  have  made 
it  almost  unbearable,  even  without  the  cloud 
of  that  unspeakable  accusation  always  over- 
hanging her.  The  authorities,  to  be  sure,  did 
everything  in  their  power  to  lighten  tlie 
burden  of  her  life  while  awaiting  trial  ;  but  it 
was  with  a  heavy  heart  indeed,  in  spite  of 
every  indulgence,  that  she  wore  through  each 
day  of  that  awful  interval. 

Outside,  the  question  was  only  :  When  the 
Duchess  is  found  guilty  and  sentenced  to 
death,  will  they  dare  to  hang  her  ?  Or  dare, 
•on  the  other  hand,  to  commute  her  sentence  ? 


COUNSEL'S  OPINION  113 

If  she  wasn't  a  peeress,  everybody  said,  of 
course  she'd  be  hanged  ;  and  if  they  didn't 
hang  her,  out  of  consideration  for  her  rank, 
the  democracy  would  be  scandalized,  and  ask 
why  a  Duchess  should  have  leave  to  commit 
murder  more  than  her  even  Christians  ?  Bets 
were  freely  offered  and  taken  that,  in  the 
event  of  a  hostile  verdict,  the  Government 
wouldn't  venture  to  commute  the  sentence 
into  one  of  penal  servitude  for  life.  Men 
made  the  unhappy  woman's  fate  a  subject  for 
gambling  over,  and  watched  with  horrid 
interest  the  rumours  of  fresh  evidence  as  it 
affected  their  own  chance  of  losing  or  winning 
a  few  paltry  sovereigns.  ' 

Happily,  however,  within  her  four  stone 
walls,  Linda  knew  nothing  of  all  this.  She 
was  busy  a  good  part  of  each  day  with  her 
lawyers  or  their  clerks — the  eminent  firm  of 
Walberswick  and  Garrod  had  acted  as  her 
solicitors  ever  since  her  return  to  England, 
and  they  were  now  engaged  in  collecting  or 
arranging  the  evidence  for  the  defence.  Yet 
it  was  with  difficulty  she  could  bring  herself 
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to  believe  any  defence  necessary.  Strong  as 
she  saw  the  case  against  herself  to  be,  she 
could  still  hardly  realize  that  anyone  could 
seriously  accuse  her  of  having  poisoned  Bertie, 
The  idea  was  so  monstrous,  so  wicked,  so 
cruel.  But  what  terrified  her  most  was  the 
slow  discovery,  not  only  that  the  world  at 
large  distrusted  her,  but  that  even  her  own 
lawyers,  who  had  charge  of  her  case,  obviously 
disbelieved  in  their  client's  innocence.  At 
first  she  refused  to  conceive  this  possible. 
Linda  herself  wished  to  repose  especially  upon 
some  definite  attempt  to  bring  home  the  crime 
to  its  real  perpetrators.  Though  she  didn't 
know  whom  to  suspect — though  she  suspected 
nobody — she  yet  knew  in  her  heart  that  some- 
one unknown — either  the  nurse,  or  the  doctor^ 
or  the  servants,  or  somebody — must  neces- 
sarily have  administered  the  morphia  to  Bertie. 
To  her,  the  real  question  at  issue  was  simply 
that — who  had  poisoned  her  husband  ?  She 
cared  little  comparatively  for  mere  negative 
evidence  tending  to  exculpate  herself.  She 
wished  to  clear  her  own  character  in  the  one 
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true  way — by  putting  the  guilt  of  the  murder 
on  the  shoulders  of  the  actual  criminal. 

But  whenever  she  dwelt  upon  this  aspect 
of  the  case  to  her  urbane  solicitor,  it  was  only 
too  painfully  clear  to  her  that  that  legal - 
minded  gentleman,  in  spite  of  his  courtly 
deference,  totally  disbelieved  in  the  possibility 
of  any  such  mode  of  conducting  the  defence. 

*  What  we  need,  your  grace  must  observe,* 
Mr.  Walberswick  would  reply  diplomatically, 
with  a  nod  of  that  grave  head,  *  is  rebutting 
evidence — rebutting  evidence.  Your  grace's 
plan  of  action  would  be  an  admirable  one, 
indeed,  if  we  had  witnesses  to  call  for  repelling 
the  charge  by  laying  it  boldly  on  other 
shoulders.  I  say  if,  but  we  have  no  such 
witnesses.  You  don't  even  yourself  venture 
to  single  out  for  attack  any  one  particular 
individual.  You  don't  know,  you  say,  who 
administered  the  morphia.  The  Crown  says 
you  did.  Very  well,  then  ;  we  have  to  confine 
our  defence  to  rebutting  the  allegation  thus 
brought  forward  by  the  Crown  ;  rebutting  it — 
rebutting  it.     We  have    to  seek  to  find  out 


Ii6  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POVVYSLAND 

what  evidence  in  the  case  the  Crown  has  got, 
and  to  shake  the  credit  of  their  witnesses  in 
cross-examination  or  otherwise.  We  must 
confine  ourselves  to  detail,  and  fight  their  case 
piecemeal.' 

'  If  you  don't  believe  what  I  say,'  Linda 
cried  once  impetuously,  when  the  lawyer  had 
smiled  a  more  than  usually  cynical  smile,  *  I 
wish  you'd  tell  me  so,  and  then  we  should 
understand  one  another.' 

Her  solicitor  looked  grave. 

'  Our  duty  is,'  he  said,  stroking  his  clean- 
shaven chin,  *  to  do  the  best  we  can  for  our 
clients,  no  matter  what  we  think,  and  to 
believe  them  innocent  till  they  are  proved 
guilty.  That's  our  duty  as  a  profession.  We 
must  put  the  best  interpretation  upon  every- 
thing, of  course  ;  but  we  must  never  for  a 
moment  under-estimate  the  strength  of  the 
evidence  we're  invited  to  repel.  To  do  so 
would  be  to  act  unjustly  by  your  grace  in 
the  end,  for  we  can't  conceal  from  ourselves 
the  patent  fact  that  the  Crown  has  a  very 
strong  case  indeed  to  go  upon.' 
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The  tears  came  up  fast  into  Linda's  eyes 
silently.  This  was  hard — very  hard.  Even 
her  own  defenders  didn't  believe  her  innocent. 

As  the  day  for  the  trial  approached,  Mr. 
Walberswick  advised  her  that  it  would  be  well 
for  her  to  have  a  personal  interview  with  the 
distinguished  Q.C.,  Mr.  Mitchell  Hanbury, 
retained  as  senior  for  the  defence  in  this 
memorable  trial.  Linda  consented  to  see  him, 
hoping  she  might  impress  the  distinguislied 
Q.C.  with  a  deeper  sense  of  her  innocence  than 
she  had  succeeded  in  conveying  to  the  eminent 
solicitor.  And  Mr.  Mitchell  Hanbury  paid 
her  a  visit  in  her  room  in  gaol  accordingly. 
He  discussed  with  her  the  various  witnesses 
called  at  the  inquest,  and  the  things  they 
would  most  likely  be  asked  to  swear  to  at  the 
actual  trial.  But  through  all  he  said  Linda 
saw  with  alarm  there  ran  the  self- same  vein 
of  unacknowledged  scepticism.  It  was  clear 
to  her  that  in  his  heart  of  hearts  the  distin- 
guished  Q.C.  thought  only  of  relying  upon 
weakness  of  detail  and  legal  quibbles  as  to 
circumstantial   evidence.      He    was    thinking 
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of  an  acquittal,  where  she  was  thinking  of  a 
triumphant  vindication. 

At  the  end  of  the  interview,  Linda  nerved 
herself  up  for  a  very  bold  effort. 

'  Mr.  Hanbury/  she  said  plainly,  looking- 
straight  into  his  eyes,  '  you  think  I  poisoned 
him  r  - 

*My  dear  madam,'  the  barrister  said, 
shuffling,  and  taken  off  his  guard  by  the 
suddenness  and  frankness  of  her  full-fronted 
attack,  '  we  lawyers  think  nothing  on  earth 
beyond  our  briefs.  They  limit  our  horizon. 
We  are  instructed  by  the  solicitors  in  a  case 
that  such  and  such  things  happened  thus  or 
thus  ;  that  such  and  such  witnesses  will  prove 
this  or  that  ;  and  we  govern  ourselves  accord- 
ingly. We  don't  allow  ourselves  in  any  way 
to  go  behind  the  statement  of  facts  submitted 
for  our  guidance.  WeVe  no  time  to  indulge 
in  otiose  speculation ' — he  hugged  his  phrase 
— *  no  time  to  indulge  in  purely  otiose  specu- 
lation.' 

Linda  rose  from  the  bare  table  by  which 
they  sat,  and  stood  facing  him  like  a  woman. 
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*  Sir,'  she  said,  with  infinite  di^*nity,  '  if  that 
is  how  YOU  feel  about  me,  I'd  rather  not  avail 
myself  of  your  services.  This  is  a  case  which 
can  only  be  properly  defended  by  a  man  who 
believes  thoroughly  in  my  innocence  and 
purity.  You  don't  believe  in  them — that 
much  I  can  see — and  your  advocacy,  however 
skilful  it  may  be,  would  be  worth  little.  I 
am  a  woman  in  distress,  and  I  want  to  ask  a 
favour  of  you.'  Her  eyes  were  full,  and  her 
voice  trembled.  '  If  I  decline  to  accept  you  as 
my  counsel,  my  solicitors  Avill  throw  up  the 
case,  I  suppose,  and  I  don't  know  how  I  can 
get  anyone  else  in  time  to  defend  me.  But 
this  favour  I  ask  you  ;  I  beg  it,  I  implore  it  of 
you — arrange  with  Mr.  Walberswick  to  with- 
draw by  agreement,  and  leave  the  conduct  of 
the  case  to  another  barrister  whom  I  know, 
and  in  whom  I  repose  implicit  confidence.' 

Mr.  Hanbury  started.  There  was  so  much 
womanly  force  in  her  as  she  spoke  those  words 
that  the  great  counsel  himself  hesitated  at  the 
faith  thar>  dictated  them.  She  looked  for  all 
the  world  as  if  she  believed  herself  innocent. 
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Strange  how  wonderfully  women  can  act,  or 
how  incredibly  they  can  deceive  themselves  ! 
It  was  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff  to  anyone  Avith 
a  head  on  his  shoulders  that  that  woman  had 
given  her  husband  the  morphia ;  and  yet  here 
she  was,  all  tears  and  blandishments,  assuming 
to  his  face  the  airs  and  graces  of  injured  inno- 
cence. Still,  she  was  a  Duchess,  and  a  beauti- 
ful one  at  that.  All  men  are  made  of  like 
j)assions  with  ourselves,  even  at  the  Old 
Bailey.  The  eminent  Q.C.  paused  and  de- 
liberated. 

*  If  I  were  to  do  so,  madam/  he  answered  at 
last  in  a  dubious  tone,  'it  would  only  prejudice 
your  case  in  the  end  before  the  eyes  of  the  jury. 
Everybody  knows  I've  been  retained  for  the 
defence ;  it's  in  all  the  papers ;  it's  the  fact  of 
the  moment.  Should  I  withdraw  now,  with- 
out reason  assigned,  it'd  raise  a-  presumption 
that  there's  something  very  irregular  the 
matter.  People  will  say  you've  insisted  upon 
having  the  case  conducted  on  some  impossible 
basis  that  my  professional  honour  wouldn't 
allow  me  to  accede  to.' 


COUXSEL'S  OPINION  121 


*  Never  mind/  Linda  answered  firnil}-, 
gazing  hard  at  him  still.  '  It  matters  but 
little  to  me  what  people  say/  She  shuddered 
slightly  ;  then  she  added  the  very  thought 
that  was  passing  through  her  mind.  '  I'd 
rather  be  found  guilty  and  suffer  for  it,'  she 
went  on,  '  than  owe  my  escape  to  any  mere 
legal  argument.  I  don't  want  to  be  acquitted.  ' 
I  want  it  proved  and  shown  that  I'm  entirely 
innocent.'  She  looked  at  him  steadily  once 
more.  *  For  a  woman  in  distress,'  she  said, 
with  a  tremor  in  her  voice,  '  you  will  surely, 
surely  grant  this  favour  ?' 

The  eminent  Q.C.  couldn't  resist  that  look 
or  that  tremulous  trill.  She  was  the  hand- 
somest client  he'd  ever  had  to  deal  with. 

*  Very  well,'  he  said  slowly,  turning  over 
ways  and  means  in  his  own  mind.  'It's  a  diffi- 
cult thing  to  arrange — unprofessional,  very; 
but  still,  for  your  grace's  sake,  I  don't  mind 
arranging  it  .  .  .  though  I'm  afraid,'  he  added, 
after  an  awkward  pause,  '  you  may  see  cause 
in  the  future  to  regret  your  precipitancy.' 

'I  think  not,'  Linda  answered,   with   pro- 
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found  conviction.  '  I  have  good  grounds  for 
what  I  do.  I  don't  value  life  so  much  that  I 
prefer  it  to  honour.  If  I'm  acquitted  at  all,  I 
prefer  to  owe  my  acquittal  to  those  who  know 
me  for  what  I  am.  And  if  I'm  found  guilty, 
I  can  die  all  the  more  easily  for  knowing 
myself  innocent.' 

'  By  George,  sir !'  the  distinguished  Q.C. 
said,  an  hour  later,  to  his  old  friend  Mr. 
Walberswick,  the  eminent  solicitor,  '  that 
woman's  a  wonder.  I  never  saw  her  equal. 
She'd  make  her  fortune  on  the  stage  if  she 
could  strike  that  attitude  that  she  said  it  with 
over  again.  I'd  marry  her  myself  to-morrow 
— hang  me,  if  I  wouldn't ! — if  I  were  a  single 
man,  and  risk  the  morphia,  supposing  she  was 
at  large  to  marry,  which  shell  never  be  again, 
|)Oor  soul  !  for  all  her  beauty.  But,  for  the 
life  of  me,  Walberswick,  when  she  stood  up  to 
me  like  that,  and  fixed  me  with  her  big  black 
eyes,  I  couldn't  refuse  to  let  her  have  her  own 
foolish  way  about  the  matter.' 

And  as  soon  as  he  had  left  her  room,  in 
fact,  Linda  sat  down  at  the  table  by  herself, 
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and  indited  a  letter  from  the  very  depths  of 
her  heart  to  the  one  best  friend  she  had  left 
in  England : 

'  HoUoway  Gaol,  Tuesday  morning. 

*  Dear  Mu.  Harrison, 

*  Do  you  remember,  years  ago,  when 
you  took  me  to  hear  that  case  where  the 
burglar  was  involved,  you  said  to  me,  as 
we  were  leaving  the  court :  *'  How  much 
harm  a  man  can  do  by  throwing  dust  in  the 
eyes  of  a  jury  like  that,  and  turning  such 
wretches  loose  to  prey  upon  humanity  I  When 
I  think  of  it,  I'm  sorry  I  ever  was  called." 
And  I  answered  you  back  :  '*  Yes ;  but  how 
much  good  a  man  may  do,  on  the  other 
hand,  in  helping  to  save  some  innocent  person 
from  condemnation  when  all  the  world's 
against  him !  Some  day,  perhaps,  you'll 
get  such  a  chance ;  and  then  you'll  not  be 
sorry  you  became  a  barrister."  Well,  the 
chance  has  come  now.  Will  you  accept  it, 
and  save  me  ?  I  can  see  Mr.  Mitchell  Han- 
bury,  who  was  to  have  conducted  my  case, 
doesn't  believe  in  my  innocence.  I've  asked 
him  as  a  favour   to   give  up  his  brief,  and 
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he's  very  kindly  consented  to  do  so.  Will 
you  take  it  up  instead  ?  If  you  will,  com- 
municate at  once  with  Walberswick  and 
Garrod,and  come  at  your  earliest  convenience 
to  see  me  here. 

*  Yours  ever  sincerely, 

'Linda  Powysland.' 

As  she  laid  down  her  pen  and  shut  her 
eyes  for  a  second,  a  thought  suddenly  struck 
her.  It  was  a  reminiscence  of  that  trial,  so 
long,  long  ago.  Dreamily,  dreamily,  the 
scene  recurred  to  her  in  a  mental  picture. 
She  saw  it  all — -judge,  jury,  and  prisoner. 
But  one  face  stood  out  from  all  the  faces  in 
the  court,  wan,  frail,  and  interesting.  With 
a  flash  of  intuition  she  remembered  now 
where  she  had  seen  her  maid,  Elizabeth 
Woodward,  before  —  that  mysterious  maid 
who  evaporated  so  mysteriously.  Her  face  was 
the  face  of  the  girl  called  Pomeroy,  who  gave 
evidence  at  the  trial  in  the  burglar's  favour. 

Could  the  girl  have  anything  to  do,  she 
wondered  vaguely,  with  this  awful  episode  of 
the  morphia  in  Bertie's  barley-water  ? 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

MR.    ROPER    AT    HOME. 

On  the  self- same  day  when  these  things 
were  happening  in  high  aristocratic  and  legal 
circles,  Mr.  Arthur  Roper,  the  head  of  an- 
other and  opposed  profession,  sat  in  a  familiar 
room,  where  he  had  often  sat  before,  with 
Miss  Elizabeth  Pomeroy,  and  endeavoured  to 
still  that  impressionable  young  lady's  excited 
nerves  by  his  usual  prescription  of  a  thimble- 
ful of  brandy. 

'It  won't  do,  Bess,  my  girl,'  Mr.  Roper 
was  observing  thoughtfully,  as  he  poured  out 
the  thimbleful  into  a  tall  soda-glass  ;  '  it 
won't  do  to  go  putting  yourself  into  a  tan- 
trum like  this,  all  about  nothing,  for  I'm  not 
going  to  let  you  go;  that's  flat.  Here  I've 
got  you,  and  here  you  shall  stop.     Vous  y 
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etes :  vous  y  resterez.  Not  for  twenty  thou- 
sand Duchesses,  however  injured  and  inno- 
cent, am  I  going  to  risk  my  precious  neck, 
and  my  equally  precious  liberty,  by  allowing 
you  to  go  out  on  such  a  wild-goose  errand/ 

Miss  Elizabeth  Pomeroy  looked  up  from 
the  sofa,  where  she  was  lying  at  full  length, 
with  a  fierce  red  spot  in  her  pallid  cheek, 
and  cried  out  piteously : 

*  Oh,  Arthur,  Arthur !  IVe  always  served 
you  well,  and  treated  you  like  a  lady.  If 
you'll  let  me  go  this  once,  FU  manage  to 
save  her  without  ever  exposing  you.' 

'  No,  my  dear,  I  won't  let  you  go,'  Mr. 
Roper  replied,  pouring  himself  out  a  thimble- 
ful in  his  turn  (very  imperial  measure),  and 
filling  it  up  from  the  syphon  by  his  side 
with  a  brimming  dose  of  potash  -  water. 
'  You're  safe  where  you  are — extremely  safe ; 
and  if  once  I  let  you  well  out  of  my  sight, 
th  re's  no  knowing  what  mischief  you  mayn't 
be  up  to.  You  see,  you're  so  volatile.  It's 
all  very  well  your  saying  you'll  manage  to 
save  her  without  risk  of  exposing  me,'  and 


MR.  ROPER  AT  HOME  127 

Mr.  Roper  took  a  long  and  steady  pull  at 
the  diluted  thimbleful;  'but  when  once  you 
begin  communicating  with  the  police,  or  the 
injured  innocents,  who's  to  tell  where  on 
earth  the  thing  may  lead  you  to?  That's 
what  1  look  at.  You  mean  well,  of  course. 
You  always  do  mean  well.  I  grant  you 
that — and  I've  always  given  you  credit  for 
it.  I've  always  said  there  isn't  one  of  'em, 
all  round,  I  can  trust  like  you.  But  that's 
no  reason  I  should  let  you  go  and  run  both 
our  heads  against  the  stone  wall  of  Scotland 
Yard.  If  once  you  start  giving  evidence  in 
this  case  there'll  be  no  stopping  it.  It  may 
run  to  anything — it  may  run  to  Marwood. 
You're  know^n  to  the  police  as  an  associate 
of  common  thieves  and  receivers.  You're 
known  as  one  of  the  most  expert  confedcnites 
in  London.  You're  known  as  the  companion 
of  that  distinguished  criminal,  the  gentleman 
burglar.'  He  drew  himself  up.  *  Very  well, 
then;  if  once  the  police  catch  hold  of  you, 
they'll  mark  us  both  down  :  and  after  that 
what'll  be  the  end  of  us  ?' 
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'  Ob,  Arthur/  the  girl  cried,  trying  to  rise 
from  the  sofa,  but  evidently  too  weak  to  stir 
from  her  place,  '  I  must  go !  You  must  let 
me.  I  can't  see  that  dear  good  woman 
hanged  for  a  crime  she^s  as  innocent  of  as 
an  unborn  baby/ 

*  No,  you  don't,'  Mr.  Roper  responded, 
with  a  hasty  flank  movement  in  the  direction 
of  the  door,  against  which  he  planted  himself 
solidly  as  an  animated  barrier.  *  No  thorough- 
fare this  way !  By  order  of  the  vestry !  If 
you  try  to  move,  take  care  I  don't  serve  you 
as  your  Duchess  served  her  respected  hus- 
band. You  can't  see  her  hanged,  you  say  ? 
Well,  you  ain't  bound  to  go  and  see  her 
hanged,  unless  you  like ;  and  even  then  you 
can't  do  it  without  an  order  from  the  sheriff. 
But  she's  all  right,  Lord  bless  you!  Don't 
you  trouble  about  her.  They  won't  hang  a 
Duchess,  not  if  they  know  it.  Why,  a 
Duke's  younger  son,  even,  is  always  allowed 
an  opportunity  to  hook  it  ;  and  when  it 
comes  to  a  woman,  even  the  beastly  Radicals 
themselves  wouldn't  allow  'em  to  hang  her.' 
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For  Mr.  Roper's  political  sentiments,  as  is 
usual  with  his  order,  were  all  on  the  side  of 
Our  Old  Nobility. 

The  girl  tried  to  raise  herself  once  mjre, 
and  fell  back  a  second  time. 

*  Arthur,'  she  cried,  with  the  impotent  rage 
of  illness,  '  you're  a  liend  ;  you're  a  devil ; 
upon  my  Avord  I'm  ashamed  of  you.  You've 
no  pity  in  your  heart.  I  can't  think  how^  I 
ever  took  up  with  such  a  wretch  as  you  are. 
If  only  you'd  seen  how  kind  she  was  to  me, 
and  how  she  nursed  me  through  that  fever,  I 
believe  even  you'd  let  me  go  and  try  to  save 
her — and  that  when  you  know  what  wicked 
dreadful  lies  they're  telling  about  her  in  all 
the  newspapers  !' 

Mr.  Roper  eyed  his  glass,  with  the  sunlight 
streaming  through,  in  contemplative  mood, 
and  responded  philosophically,  in  the  character 
of  a  man  who  thoroughly  understands  the 
practical  working  of  British  justice  : 

'  Oh,  that's  all  gammon,  you  know,  Bess. 
That  don't  amount  to  anything.  What  the 
papers  say  is  neither  here  nor  there.     Mere 

VOL.  III.  45 


I30  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND 

rumour — mere  rumour.  The  triafs  the  rub. 
When  a  thing  comes  into  Court,  it  gets 
thoroughly  sifted  down  to  the  very  bottom. 
English  jury  system ;  grand  old  constitution ; 
noble  palladium  of  British  liberty.  And  the 
truth  comes  out — mostly ^a  sight  too  often, 
in  fact,  for  my  taste,  when  a  fellow's  got  an 
interest  of  his  own  in  concealing  it.  But 
that's  not  how  it  will  be  this  time.  When 
your  Duchess  comes  into  Court,  her  counsel 
'11  get  her  off  as  easy  as  winking,  don't  you 
be  afraid  of  it  !  Look  at  the  way  that  clever 
young  chap,  Erskine,  got  me  off  that  time  on 
the  burglary  charge — and  that,  too,  when  T 
was  really  the  fellow  they  wanted.' 
..''And  Mr.  Roper,  shutting  one  eye  the  better 
to  admire  the  beaded  bubbles  in  his  glass, 
pursed  his  lips  into  a  circle  and  whistled  un- 
concernedly. 

*  That's  just  it,'  the  girl  cried  passionately, 
raising  herself  once  more,  and  staggering  to 
her  feet.  '  That's  just  it.  You  were  guilty^ 
you  see.     But  she^s  innocent.' 

*  Pretty  bad  opinion  you  seem  to  have/  Mr. 
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Roper  observed,  musing,  '  of  the  laws  of  your 
country  !  .  Pretty    bad    opinion  !      And    yet 
they've  treated  you  and  me  precious  well,  so 
far,  Bess ;  the  palladium's  protected  us,  and 
will  in  future,  I  expect — if  you  don't  go  and 
make  a  blooming  fool  of  yourself.     But  what 
do  you  mean,  my  girl,  by  calling  me  guilty,  I 
should  like  to  know?'  Mr.  Roper  continued, 
bridling  up  with  indignation.     '  The  expres- 
sion's unparliamentary  ;  totally  unfit  for  the 
society  of  gentlemen.     I'll  admit  I'm  the  man 
who  was  in  the  house  at  the  time,  with  a  sec- 
tional jemmy  "  concealed  about  my  person,"  as 
the  Act  phrases  it.     But  what  of  that,  I  say  ? 
Circumstantial  evidence — mere  circumstantial 
evidence — and  liable  to  error.     A  gentleman 
may  be  lounging  about  a  neighbour's  house 
most  innocently  any  day.     The  jury  acquitted 
me.     I  won't  stand  these  imputations  against 
my  moral  character.' 

As  he  spoke,  Miss  Pomeroy  had  glided 
quietly  and  unobtrusively  toward  the  window, 
and  was  trying  to  open  it  now  with  trembling 
fingers.     Mr.  Roper's  eye  was  so  intent  upon 
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his  bubbling  brandy  that  he  hardly  noticed  her 
at  first;  but  when  he  looked  up,  with  a  start 
and  a  sudden  oath  he  rushed  over  and  caught 
her  wrist  hard  in  his  hand  at  the  critical 
moment. 

*  You  sneaking  little  devil !'  he  cried 
angrily,  dragging  her  back  by  main  force  to 
her  place  on  the  sofa,  and  laying  her  down 
there  once  more  in  no  very  gentle  fashion. 
'  So  you  were  going  to  shout  out  of  the  win- 
dow and  raise  the  street,  were  you  ?  You 
miserable  little  white-livered,  methodistical 
turncoat !  I  like  your  impertinence.  I'll 
teach  you  to  go  trying  to  peach  on  me  and 
call  in  the  cojDpers.  No  unkindness  meant, 
but  I'll  take  it  out  of  you,  Bess,  if  ever  you 
dare  to  open  that  window.  I'll  break  every 
bone  in  your  body  before  I  let  you  get  me  into 
trouble.  You  shan't  stir  out  of  this  room  till 
that  woman's  tried  and  hanged,  or  acquitted. 
Duchess  indeed !  Much  I  care  for  your 
Duchesses !  Much  reason  the  nobs  have 
given  me  to  care  for  'em  ;  though  I've  always 
backed  'em  !    Well,  no  matter.    Here  you  are, 
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and  here  you'll  stick  till  the  woman  swings 
for  it/ 

Elizabeth  Pomeroy  put  her  hands  to  her  face, 
and  burst  into  a  flood  of  wild  hysterical  tears. 

*  Oh,  I  wish  I  was  stronger/  she  cried.  '  I 
do  wish  I  was  stronger ;  I'd  like  to  be  well 
and  myself  again,  that^s  all.  If  I  was,  though 
you're  a  man  and  I'm  a  woman,  I  wouldn't  be 
afraid  to  wrestle  with  you  for  it,  Arthur — I'd 
get  out  of  this  room,  if  you  stood  in  my  way 
with  a  loaded  pistol.  I'd  be  a  match  for  you  ' 
then,  for  I've  got  a  devil  in  me  when  I'm 
roused  ;  Til  tell  you  that.  I'd  kill  you,  but 
rd  get  out  and  I'd  save  the  Duchess.' 

She  spoke  with  fierce  energy.  Mr.  Roper 
regarded  her  cynically  meanwhile,  with  keen 
eyes  of  satisfaction. 

*  I  dare  say  you  would/  he  said,  smiling 
serenely.  *  It  wouldn't  much  surprise  me  if 
you  turned  against  your  best  friend  some  day 
in  one  of  your  blessed  tantrums.  You're  a 
bad  un  when  your  blood's  up,  and  no  mistake  ! 
But  it  soon  blows  over;  that's  one  comfort. 
If  I  thought  you  meant  all  you  say,  I'd  scrag 
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you  as  you  lie  there,  as  soon  as  look  at  you, 
for  I  hate  ingratitude.  But  I  know  you  of 
old.  You  always  were  given  to  these  fits  of 
the  liver.  Remorse,  the  parsons  call  it.  / 
call  it  liver.  You'll  be  right  again  by-and- 
by,  and  you'll  thank  me  for  not  letting  your 
own  hysterical  passion  get  the  better  of  you 
like  this.  Meanwhile,  thank  heaven  I  you're 
safe  enough  for  the  present.  You're  as  weak 
as  a  cat,  the  Lord  be  praised  !  and  all  through 
your  own  silly  imprudence,  too,  in  exposing 
yourself  too  soon  after  typhoid  fever.' 

The  girl  flushed  up  crimson  at  this  last  un- 
generous taunt. 

'  Why,  it  was  for  you,  Arthur  !'  she  cried  ; 
*  it  was  for  your  sake  that  I  did  it.  I  exposed 
myself  on  the  leads  to  watch  the  house  as  you 
told  me,  and  to  give  you  your  cue  when  there 
was  a  good  chance  of  doing  business.  You 
ungrateful  man  !  You'd  send  me  to  my  death, 
and  that's  all  the  thanks  I'd  ever  get  for  it,' 

Mr.  Eoper  smiled  once  more. 

'  It's  the  privilege  of  our  sex,'  he  retorted 
calmly,  with  a  passing  glance  at  the  glass, 
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where  his  own  features  were  reflected,  *  to 
benefit  by  the  touching  devotion  of  women. 
They  do  like  me,  I  admit.  There's  a  round 
dozen  of  'em,  one  place  or  another,  that  'ud 
willingly  die  for  me.* 

The  girl  rose  once  more  and  staggered  to- 
wards the  window.  Mr.  Roper  rose  in  turn, 
and  blocked  her  way  with  determined  resolu- 
tion. The  girl  seized  his  hands.  The  head  of 
the  profession  was  a  slim-built  man,  but  his 
limbs  were  of  iron.  Miss  Pomeroy  was  frail, 
but  she  had  the  fierce  momentary  strength  so 
often  seen  in  hysterical  women.  The  brandy 
had  stimulated  her  into  a  brief  outburst  of 
vigour.  It  was  nerve  against  muscle,  energy 
against  brute  force,  impulse  against  inertia, 
passion  against  passivity.  She  flung  herself 
madly  upon  him. 

*  I  ivill  go,'  she  cried  aloud,  *  whether  you  let 
me  or  no.  I'll  choke  you  where  you  stand,  you 
brute  !     Til  rouse  the  house  with  screaming.' 

For  a  minute  she  fought  wildly  ;  she  seethed 
with  anger  ;  then  her  strength  broke  down. 
Mr.  Roper's  strong  arms  were  too  much  in  the 
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end  for  her.  She  burst  into  hot  tears  once 
more,  and  half  fell  to  the  ground.  Mr.  Roper 
lifted  her  up,  more  tenderly  than  before,  and 
carried  her  like  a  baby  across  the  room.  He 
laid  her  down  on  the  sofa,  a  sobbing,  quiver- 
ing, jelly-like  mass,  and  proceeded  to  ad- 
minister once  more  his  favourite  panacea  of 
a  thimbleful  to  the  half-fainting  creature. 

*  Now,  mind  you,  Bess,'  he  added  warningly, 
with  one  uplifted  finger  raised  against  her  as 
against  a  naughty  child  who  has  tried  to  be 
disobedient,  ^  if  ever  you  venture  to  go  to  door 
or  window  again  till  that  woman's  hanged,  or 
not  hanged,  as  the  case  may  be,  by  the  laws  of 
your  country,  why,  as  sure  as  I'm  standing 
here,  111  wring  your  neck  for  it!  Fm  a 
placable,  easy-going,  tender-hearted  gentleman 
when  I  have  my  own  way,  and,  as  you  very 
well  know,  I  don't  like  violence.  But  I  mean 
what  I  say  now — this  is  a  time  for  being  firm. 
You  mark  my  words :  as  sure  as  I'm  standing 
here  I'll  wring  your  neck  for  it.' 

Miss  Pomeroy  only  doubled  herself  together 
on  her  sofa,  and,  with  inarticulate  sobs,gave  her- 
self up  to  a  perfect  feminine  saturnalia  of  miser}^ 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

MODUS    OPERANDI. 

To  Douglas  Harrison  and  Basil  Maclaine 
those  weeks  of  waiting  for  Linda's  trial  had 
been  very  painful.  Even  the  honour  of 
having  his  name  mixed  up  with  a  Duchess's  in 
an  aristocratic  scandal  of  the  first  water  hardly 
made  up  to  Basil  for  the  horror  and  awe  of 
that  appalling  outlook  if  Linda  were  to  he 
found  guilty.  Indeed,  a  certain  fascinating 
fear  gave  him  a  deeper  sense  of  personal  con- 
nection with  the  Belgravia  Mystery  than  „  /en 
the  circumstances  of  the  case  themselves 
warranted.  Except  for  the  imprudence  of  his 
frequent  calls  at  Onslow  Gardens — an  impru- 
dence of  which  any  honourable  man  might 
easily  have  been  guilty— Basil  had  nothing 
with   which  to  blame  himself— in   the   more 
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recent  developments  of  this  affair,  at  least. 
It  was  not  his  fault  if  the  Duke  was  jealous. 
It  was  not  his  fault  if  his  goings-out  and 
comings-in  had  heen  watched  by  detectives, 
and  his  visits  to  Onslow  Gardens  all  numbered 
and  docketed.  Per^sonal  vanity,  however,  sug- 
gested to  Basil  an  explanation  of  the  facts  at 
Avhich  everybody  else  had  jumped  long  since 
from  pure  love  of  scandal,  but  from  which 
his  own  knowledge  of  Linda's  character  and 
motives  might  surely  have  saved  him  at  least 
of  all  men.  It  was  clear  the  Duke  had  been 
poisoned.  It  was  clear  somebody  must  have 
poisoned  him.  Basil  half  inclined  to  the 
startling  conclusion  that  Linda,  still  des- 
])erately  in  love  with  him,  had  determined  to 
get  rid  of  her  uncongenial  husband  in  order  to 
marry  her  old  lover.  That  was  everybody 
else's  conclusion  in  all  England,  of  course;  but 
to  Basil  it  naturally  came  with  a  good  deal  of 
difference. 

For,  however  much  flattered  a  man  may  feel 
by  a  Duchess  preferring  him  to  her  own  wedded 
Duke,  he  must  yet  be  considerably  perturbed 


MODUS  OPERANDI  139 

in  soul  by  the  belief  that  she  has  committed  a 
gratuitous  murder  in  order  to  give  full  play  to 
her  abstract  preference.  The  episode,  to  put 
it  on  no  higher  ground,  makes  him  naturally 
nervous.  Conscious  as  Basil  was  of  the  per- 
fect innocence  of  his  own  relations  with  Linda, 
he  couldn't  help  seeing  that  other  people  would 
almost  necessarily  put  a  different  interpre- 
tation on  the  facts  before  them,  and  would 
therefore  believe  him,  morally  or  actually, 
an  accessory  before  the  fact  to  the  Duke's 
murder.  He  was  too  well  acquainted  witli 
the  psychology  of  clubland  not  to  know  how 
clubland  would  read  his  conduct.  This  feel- 
ing alone,  therefore,  would  have  served  to 
make  Basil's  position  an  extremely  uncom- 
fortable one  ;  and  w^hen  there  was  added  to  it 
the  probability  of  Linda's  being  found  guilty, 
and  the  possibility  of  his  being  compelled  to 
stand  in  the  dock  by  her  side,  it  is  no  wonder 
that  Basil  Maclaine  lay  low  as  much  as  prac- 
ticable during  those  unhappy  days,  and  that 
a  medical  certificate  amply  excused  him,  on 
the   ground    of   *  nervous    prostration,'   from 
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attendance  at  the  Board  of  Trade  in  White- 
hall. 

Indeed,  in  the  world  at  large,  very  free 
comments  were  expressed  by  high  and  low 
upon  Basil's  position.  Some  people  said  the 
fellow  ought  to  be  tried  with  his  poor  dupe, 
the  Duchess.  Some  people  said  Maclaine  was 
alwa^^s  such  a  calculating  beggar  that  no  doubt 
he'd  managed  most  cleverly  to  keep  out  of  all 
compromising  matters.  And  some  people  said 
he'd  behaved  like  a  cur  in  encouraging  the 
Duchess  to  poison  her  husband,  and  then 
leaving  her  alone — a  woman  as  she  was — to 
bear  the  brunt  of  that  terrible  accusation.  A 
man  of  any  spirit,  a  man  of  any  honour,  a 
man  of  any  manliness,  would  have  confessed 
at  once,  whether  he  did  it  or  not — would 
have  taken  the  guilt  upon  his  own  shoulders 
gladly,  and  saved  the  lady  from  the  disgrace  and 
odium  of  such  a  cruel  charge  at  all  hazards. 

Everybody  felt  that  to  desert  the  woman 
with  whom  he  had  stood  in  such  tender  rela- 
tions at  such  a  moment  was  a  stain  upon  his 
manhood  never  to  be  forgiven. 
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But  nobody  debated  whether  Basil  had 
known  anything  about  it  at  all.  Nobody 
debated  whether  Linda  was  in  love  with  Basil 
or  not.  The  whole  world  took  it  for  granted, 
with  easy  cynicism,  that  Linda  had  poisoned 
her  husband  for  Basil's  sake,  and  that  Basil 
had  either  a  guilty  knowledge  of  her  design,  or 
else  sheltered  himself  behind  a  still  more  guilty 
and  disgraceful  ignorance. 

So  Basil  remained  at  home  in  a  most  un- 
happy state  of  mental  perturbation,  while  the 
quidnuncs  of  clubland,  taking  up  his  own 
parable,  railed  against  him  to  their  heart's 
content  as  an  unmanly  WTetch  who  deserted 
and  betrayed  in  her  hour  of  need  the  woman 
he  had  ruined. 

As  for  Douglas  Harrison,  all  these  foolish 
cynicisms  fell  flat  for  him  upon  deaf  ears.  He 
had  but  one  thought,  and  that  was  for  Linda. 
How  the  world  could  so  misjudge  his  spotless, 
stainless  queen  among  women  was  to  him 
incomprehensible.  He  had  none  of  the  base 
doubts  that  misled  Basil  Maclaine.  With  a 
certainty  far  deeper  than  any  mere  collocations 
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of  circumstantial  fact  could  avail  to  shake,  he 
k7iew  she  was  herself,  he  knew  she  was  inno- 
cent. All  he  could  do  was  to  wonder  blindly 
how  on  earth  such  a  mass  of  damning  coin- 
cidences could  by  pure  chance  have  arrayed 
themselves  in  serried  phalanx  against  her. 
But  was  it  pure  chance?  Thinking  it  over 
perpetually  in  his  own  mind  by  the  light  of 
his  psychological  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
a  Theory  of  the  murder  began  slowly  to  frame 
itself  piecemeal  in  his  brain  by  gradual  stages. 
Bit  by  bit,  the  Theory  grew  and  took  definite 
shape — till,  long  before  the  day  of  the  trial 
itself  arrived,  the  solution  stood  out  clearly 
before  his  mind's  eye,  a  consistent  whole  and 
a  palpable  reality. 

He  had  reasoned  out  to  himself  the  actual 
truth  as  to  who  had  poisoned  the  Duke  of 
Powysland. 

But  how  to  make  use  of  his  idea  in  Linda's 
defence  ? — that  was  the  difficulty.  He  couldn't 
induce  Linda's  lawyers  to  see  the  matter  in 
the  same  light  as  himself,  he  was  very  much 
afraid — hard-headed,  unimpressionable  people, 
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your  great  London  solicitors,  like  Walbers- 
wick  and  Garrod,  or  your  eminent  Q.C.'s,  like 
Mr.  Mitchell  Hanbury!  If  it  rested  with 
them  alone,  Linda's  character  would  never  be 
cleared — for  that  to  Douglas  Harrison,  as  to 
Linda  herself,  was  the  chief  thing  at  stake  in 
the  approaching  trial.  Sensitive  and  shrinking 
as  he  was  by  nature,  it  wasn't  the  awful  conse- 
quences of  an  adverse  verdict  he  thought 
about  most ;  it  was  the  indelible  stain  of  such 
a  hideous  accusation.  He  wanted  to  save 
Linda  froui  death,  of  course  ;  but  he  wanted 
far  more  acutely  to  save  her  from  dishonour. 

The  lawyers,  he  knew,  would  never  trouble 
their  heads  about  trifles  like  that.  If  only 
they  could  secure  an  acquittal  for  their  client 
by  hook  or  by  crook,  on  the  merest  legal 
quibble  or  technical  uncertainty,  their  pro- 
fessional instinct  would  be  amply  satisfied. 
*  The  benefit  of  the  doubt '  would  suffice  for 
their  need.  Enough  for  them  if  they  could 
show  an  absence  of  reasonable  proof  that  it 
must  have  been  Linda,  and  nobody  else  on 
earth,    who  put  the  morphia  '  by   handfuls ' 
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into  the  Duke's  barley-water.  All  they  would 
aim  at  would  be  merely  to  damage  the  case  for 
the  Crown  by  suggesting  this,  that,  or  the 
other  possible  alternative,  and  asking  the  jury 
on  such  miserable  grounds  to  acquit  their 
client.  But  half-measures  like  those  would 
never  satisfy  Douglas  Harrison.  He  wanted 
to  prove  Linda  wholly  innocent  of  the  vile 
crime  laid  to  her  charge — innocent  on  all 
counts — an  unfortunate  wife,  as  pure  as  snow, 
and  sinned  against,  not  sinning,  in  all  her 
relations  with  her  dead  husband. 

Anything  less  than  that,  Douglas  would 
not  have  cared  to  undertake.  And  to  such  a 
line  of  argument  he  felt  sure  in  his  own  mind 
Linda's  legal  advisers  would  never  commit 
themselves. 

It  was  while  things  were  standing  in  this 
condition  that  Douglas  received  one  evening 
by  the  last  post,  with  profound  delight,  Linda's 
letter  from  gaol  asking  him  to  accept  the  task 
of  defending  her. 

For  a  moment  joy  stunned  him.  He  could 
hardly  believe  his  eyes  as  he  read  and  re-read 
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half  a  dozen  times  over  that  most  welcome 
letter.  It  was  the  very  opportunity  he  had 
hoped  and  longed  for.  He  could  wish  nothing- 
better  than  to  be  permitted  to  defend  Linda 
upon  those  very  grounds — not  her  life,  but 
her  honour — and  Linda,  his  Linda,  the  Linda 
he  had  always  loved  and  worshipped  with  his 
w^hole  heart  and  soul — why,  Linda,  as  might 
be  expected  of  her,  took  the  very  same  view 
of  the  situation  as  he  did.  What  she  cared 
for  was  not  that  her  neck  should  be  spared, 
but  that  her  innocence  should  be  established 
before  the  observant  eyes  of  all  England. 

And  yet,  the  difficulties  in  the  way  were 
almost  insuperable ! 

It  wasn't  so  much  that  Douglas  himself 
had  quite  indirectly  been  mixed  up  in  the 
affair.  The  mere  fact  that  the  detectives  had 
kept  watch  upon  his  movements  didn't  in  itself 
perhaps  count  for  much.  That  was  merely  as 
Basil  Maclaine's  fellow-lodger,  he  believed — 
and,  what  was  more  important,  all  the  world 
thought  the  same  about  that  as  he  did. 
Maclaine  had  been  the  one  man  whom  every- 
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body  had  talked  about  ;  liandsome,  pushing, 
a  i^ossip,  a  loimii^er,  nmcli  spread  about  in  the 
world,  ea,i>er  of  notoriety,  he  was  the  natural 
person  for  scandal  to  fasten  upon,  to  the 
complete  exclusion  of  poor  humble-nu'nded, 
shy,  retiring"  Douglas,  even  if  the  Duke's 
susj)icions  had  not  desio-nated  him  at  once  as 
the  other  chief  personage  in  that  sombre 
tragedy.  Douglas  had  no  hesitation  on  that 
iifround,  any  more  than  Linda  herself.  His 
very  insignificance  in  the  eyes  of  society  had 
saved  his  name  from  being  draggeci  into  the 
forefront  of  the  scandal. 

But  then  he  had  to  fight  that  terrible 
(h-agon  of  obstruction  known  to  the  inner 
circle  as  the  Etiquette  of  the  Profession. 
Every  vocation  in  England  keeps  in  stock 
among  its  joint  properties  one  of  these  fear- 
some monsters  of  its  own  peculiar  breed,  and 
few  outsiders  can  form  any  conception  ta 
tliemselves  of  the  pains  and  penalties  attached 
by  the  members  to  all  attempts  at  disturbing 
or  ignoring  it. 

Even  if  Mitchell  Hanbury,  Q.C.,  had  volun- 
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tarily  consented,  as  Linda  said  ho  had,  to 
retire  from  the  case,  Doiif^laH  knew  he  had 
Walberswick  and  Garrod  ntill  to  fi^i^ht,  not  to 
mention  the  juniors,  and  the  court  itnelf,  and 
the  officious  friends  of  the  case,  and  the  final 
bugbear  of  i)ublic  opinion. 

Yet,  nothing  daunted  by  all  these  chimeras 
breathing  fire  in  his  path,  Dougbas  went  next 
morning,  at  the  earliest  ])OHsible  hour,  to  see 
Linda,  as  she  desired,  after  a  somewhat  stormy 
interview  with  her  much-scandalized  solicitors. 

In  the  end,  however,  liinda  carried  her 
point.  Even  in  gaol,  Linda  generally  did,  in 
fact.  In  spite  of  everybody,  it  was  finally 
arranged  that  Douglas  Harrison,  that  briefless 
unknown,  should  conduct  the  defence  in  the 
most  sensational  murder  case  known  in  Eng- 
land for  years  ;  and  that  Mitchell  Hanbury, 
Q.C.,  that  obliging  counsel,  should  look  on  in 
a  friendly  way,  merely  to  advise  and  assist 
with  his  superior  experience  his  raw  and 
unheard,  but  enthusiastic  colleasrue. 

'  'Pon  my  soul,  there's  a  chance  for  her 
still,'  Mitchell  Hanbury  said  in  confidence  to 
the  distinguished  solicitor  after  all  was  settled. 
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*  The  man's  mad,  to  be  sure,  but  he  believes 
in  her  thoroughly.  If  Yernon  or  I  were  to 
make  a  speech  for  the  defence,  you  see,  we'd 
urge  everything  that  human  ingenuity  or  legal 
subtlety  could  devise  in  mitigation  of  proof ; 
we'd  be  argumentative,  demonstrative,  sug- 
gestive, critical — but,  hang  it  all,  my  dear 
Walberswick,  dashed  if  we  could  ever  be 
enthusiastically  convinced  of  our  client's  inno- 
cence. Now,  that's  just  what  this  young 
man  will  be — enthusiastically  convinced — and 
there's  no  counting,  therefore,  upon  the  electric 
effect  he  may  possibly  exert  upon  the  minds 
of  the  jury.  Enthusiasm's  contagious — ex- 
tremely contagious — especially  when  the  sub- 
ject of  it  is  a  pretty  woman.  This  fellow 
Harrison  won't  be  content  with  proving  the 
Duchess  may  conceivably  not  have  adminis- 
tered the  morphia  ;  he'll  go  in  for  demon- 
strating, through  thick  and  thin,  that  the 
woman's  misunderstood,  and  that,  instead  of 
being  a  murderess,  she's  a  much-wronged 
angel.  Vernon  or  I  couldn't  walk  into  the 
lions'  den  like  that — we'd  be  afraid  of  making 
ourselves  simply  ridiculous;  but  this  young 
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man  has  no  fear,  and  no  good  sense  either ; 
so,  of  course,  he  may  succeed  in  carrying 
away  the  good  sense  of  twelve  honest  men 
before  the  flood  of  his  eloquence  by  pure  force 
of  human  infatuation/ 

So  it  seemed,  too,  to  Basil  Maclaine,  in  his 
utter  dejection. 

'  If  you  should  get  her  off,  though,  H ar ri- 
fe:'n,'  he  said,  the  night  before  the  trial,  as 
they  sat  together  in  the  room  at  Clandon 
Street,  discussing  the  chances,  '  there'll  be 
only  one  course  open  both  for  her  and  me — 
she'll  have  to  marry  me/ 

And  with  that  consolation  he  buoyed  up 
his  soul.  They  were  playing  for  high  stakes 
now,  the  Duchess  and  he ;  but  it  would  be  a 
wonderful  thing  if,  after  all,  these  strange 
events  led  to  his  allying  himself  at  last  with 
the  British  peerage. 

Douglas,  however,  only  gazed  at  him  fixedly 
with  a  stony  stare,  and  answered,  almost  in 
indignation : 

*I  don't  w\ant  to  "get  her  off"  at  all,  as 
you  call  it.  I  want  to  prove  her  innocent 
before  the  eyes  of  all  England.' 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

BEFORE   TWELVE    GOOD    MEN    AND    TRUE. 

At  last  the  great  day  of  the  trial  arrived,  and 
Linda  found  herself  confronted  once  for  all 
with  that  unspeakable  accusation. 

She  had  looked  forward  with  infinite  dread 
to  the  ordeal  of  her  public  appearance,  but 
when  the  crucial  moment  actually  arrived  her 
nerves  availed  her  far  more  than  she  could 
have  imagined.  As  her  need  was,  so  was  her 
strength  also.  But  her  need  was  great.  As 
she  entered  the  crowded  court  by  a  side-door, 
in  her  deep  mourning  dress  and  her  widow's 
bonnet,  a  buzz  of  voices,  surging  deep  over 
the  well,  called  attention  to  her  entrance. 
Some  scraps  of  comment  that  Linda  caught 
as  she  passed  sufficed  to  show  her — what  she 
already    knew,    indeed,    far    too    well — how 
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generally  the  sense  of  the  public  was  against 
her. 

'IJush!  Look  there!'  *  That's  her!' 
*  That's  the  prisoner!'  'Here  she  comes!' 
;  That's  the  Duchess !' 

'  Oh,  doesn't  she  look  handsome,  too ! 
Who'd  'a  thought  she  could  'a  done  it  ?* 

'  You  wouldn't  say  by  the  look  of  'er  she 
was  a  murderess,  would  you  ?' 

'  Poor  thing !  Poor  thing !  And  so  young 
and  pretty,  too!  Hers  doesn't  look  like  a 
neck  for  a  rope !  What  a  shame  if  they  were 
to  hang  her!  Though,  to  be  sure,  she 
poisoned  him.'     This  last  from  a  woman. 

Through  an  undercurrent  of  such  anticipa- 
tory verdicts,  overheard  here  and  there  above 
the  buzz  of  voices,  Linda  moved  on  as  in  a 
dretun,  with  stately  dignity,  to  her  place  in 
the  dock.  Some  good  spirit  befriended  her. 
A  chair  had  been  placed  for  her  by  the 
courtesy  of  the  court.  She  sat  down  on  it 
without  flinching,  and  gazed  about  her  with 
the  old  frank  and  fearless  manner,  not  bold  or 
brazen,  but  upheld  by  an  inner  consciousness 
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of  innocence  that  disdained  to  simulate  "uilt 
by  downcast  eyes  or  pretended  deference.  She 
was  there  on  trial  for  her  life,  she  knew  ; 
but  she  had  nothing  to  dread  from  the  sternest 
justice;  and  if  injustice  must  be  wrought,  she 
would  take  it  smiling. 

Her  attitude  evidently  impressed  the  court. 
An  approving  hum  ran  through  the  dense 
mass  of  close-packed  sightseers.  Whatever 
else  she  looked,  the  prisoner  was  every  inch 
a  Duchess. 

She  gazed  around  at  the  bench,  and  took  in 
the  whole  scene.  An  old,  half- blind  and 
mumbling  judge  occupied  the  chief  seat  of 
l^>ritish  Themis.  Right  and  left  sat  a  few  of 
his  friends  who  had  come  to  hear  the  case  on 
his  introduction.  Among  the  barristers, 
Linda's  eye  soon  picked  out  the  counsel  for 
the  Crown,  the  senior  of  whom  she  had  met 
at  Lady  Albury's,  and  her  own  chosen  advo- 
cate, sitting  pale  and  anxious,  but  with 
vigilant  resolution  on  his  pallid  and  clear-cut 
countenance.  The  Dowager  Duchess,  her 
mother-in-law,  in  crape  as  deep  as  her  own. 
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gazed  across  at  her  from  a  seat  near  the  bench 
with  a  stern  look  as  of  embodied  justice.  She 
had  prejudged  the  case,  of  course,  like  every- 
body else,  and  saw  in  her  daughter-in-law  only 
her  son's  murderess.  Other  acquaintances,  not 
a  few,  refused  to  meet  her  eye.  When  her 
glance  lighted  upon  them  they  looked  at  their 
feet,  or  acknowledged  her  presence  by  a  bow 
of  chilly  courtesy. 

The  jury  was  empanelled,  and  the  case 
began. 

'  Linda,  Duchess  of  Powysland,  do  you 
plead  guilty  or  not  guilty  to  the  wilful  murder 
of  your  husband,  Adalbert  Owen  Trefaldwyn, 
Duke  of  Powysland?' 

There  was  dead  silence  in  court  as  Linda 
stood  up  and  answered,  in  a  very  firm  and 
unshaken  voice,  '  Not  Guilty.' 

After  the  usual  business  of  getting  the 
court  to  work,  Mr.  Attorney-General,  for  the 
Crown,  rose  briskly  to  his  feet,  and  opened 
the  case  for  the  prosecution.  Adjusting  his 
wig,  and  clearing  his  throat,  Sir  George  ran 
briefly  through  the  chief  facts  he  proposed  to 
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prove,  and  the  previous  history  of  the  per- 
sonages to  this  high  domestic  tragedy.  He 
was  respectful  to  Linda,  of  course — profes- 
sionally respectful  ;  never  for  a  moment  did 
he  forget  the  fact  that  the  prisoner  at  the  bar 
was  an  English  Duchess.  But  none  the  less 
he  skimmed  lightly  over  the  circumstances  of 
lier  early  history,  her  acquaintance  with  Basil 
Maclaine,  her  removal  to  America,  her  sudden 
accession  to  a  dazzling  and  blinding  fortune, 
meeting  with  the  Duke — '  the  murdered  man,' 
as  he  often  called  him — and,  last  of  all,  her 
unexpected  rise  to  the  most  exalted  rank  in 
the  British  peerage.  Conspicuous  fairness 
marked  Sir  George's  allusions  to  her  humble 
origin.  Then  he  detailed  in  a  few  words  the 
beginning  of  the  Duke's  suspicions  as  to  her 
grace's  relations  with  Mr.  Maclaine,  the  hiring 
of  the  detectives,  the  hurried  trip  to  Norway, 
the  return  to  London,  the  attack  of  fever,  the 
strange  symptoms  that  baffled  the  most  ex- 
perienced members  of  the  faculty,  the  evidences 
of  morphia-poisoning,  the  Duke's  lethargic 
death,   the   analysis   of  the  ))arley- water,  the 
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results  of  the  post- mor ten:,  the  universal 
occurrence  of  the  suspected  drug  in  every- 
thing submitted  to  the  noble  and  unfortunate 
patient.  Further  than  that,  Mr.  Attorney 
said,  he  wouW  not  go  at  present.  The  cir- 
cumstantial links  connecting  the  Duchess 
with  this  terrible  crime  would  come  out  more 
fully  during  the  examination  of  the  witnesses. 
It  would  suffice  for  him  just  now  to  point 
out  that  he  proposed  to  i)rove — first,  an 
adequate  motive ;  second,  an  opportunity ; 
third,  a  long  chain  of  concurrent  testimony  to 
the  mode  of  administration;  and,  fourth,  the 
dying  man's  own  deliberate  suspicion,  as  well 
as  his  evidence  as  to  the  Duchess's  action, 
given  with  almost  his  last  breath  to  the 
})hysician  in  attendance.  Their  mode  of  proof 
would  be  strictly  cumulative.  He  would  call 
first — Sir  Frederick  Weston. 

At  the  call,  Sir  Frederick  stepped  briskly 
and  elastically  into  the  box,  a  wizened  old 
man,  with  small  beady  pig's-eyes,  but  other- 
wise wonderfully  agile  and  youthful  in  manner 
for  his  years,     He   gave   his   evidence   in  a 
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quiet,  scientific,  cocksure  way.  He  had  no 
doubts  or  misgivings.  Linda  listened  breath- 
less— so  much  of  what  he  had  to  say  was  new 
to  her  now,  even  after  the  preliminary  investi- 
gation at  the  coroner's  inquest  and  the  police- 
court. 

Sir  Frederick  had  attended  the  murdered 
man  during  his  last  illness  ? 

Yes,  certainly  he  had  attended  him. 

Did  he  remember  when  he  first  noticed  tlie 
peculiar  circumstances  suggestive  of  morphia- 
poisoning  ? 

He  had  a  note  of  it  here  in  his  casebook. 
It  was — h'm — the  Sunday  before  the  fatal 
termination  of  the  illness. 

Did  the  deceased  die  of  typhoid  fever? 

Certainly  not.  The  crisis  of  the  fever  had 
passed  some  days  before,  and  there  was  neither 
relapse  nor  complication  of  any  sort. 

*  Of  what,  then,  in  your  opinion,  did  deceased 
die  ?' 

'  Undoubtedly  of  morphia-poisoning.' 

And  then  Sir  Frederick  went  on  to  explain, 
in    minute   detail  and    with    much    technical 
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accuracy,  the  nature  of  the  symptoms  by 
which  he  had  detected  the  action  of  the  opiate. 
At  the  end  of  a  long  medical  disquisition  of 
the  usual  sort,  the  examining  barrister  asked 
once  more:  '  And  what  led  you  first  to  suspect 
the  drug  was  administered  by  the  Duchess  ?' 

Sir  Frederick  looked  up  with  his  small  beady 
eyes  and  answered  quickly,  amid  profound 
silence  ;  *  The  Duke  himself  suggested  it  first 
to  me.  He  told  me  the  Duchess  kept  meddling 
and  muddling  with  everything  he  had  to  eat 
and  drink,  that  she  was  always  messing  about 
his  food  and  medicine  in  extraordinary  ways, 
and  that  whatever  he  took  from  her  hands 
seemed  somehow  to  make  him  immediately 
drowsy.' 

As  those  unexpected  words  burst  upon 
Linda's  ears  she  gave  a  little  start  of  surprise, 
and  grew  still  paler  than  before.  This  was, 
indeed,  an  awful  revelation.  Then  Bertie  him- 
self had  died  believing  she  poisoned  him. 

She  grasped  the  railings  of  the  dock  with 
her  hand  and  steadied  herself  tremulously. 

*  When  did  this  conversation  take  place  ?' 
the  Crown  counsel  went  on. 
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*  Two  evenings  before  the  Duke's  death. 
The  night  he  died,  however,  he  desired  to 
speak  to  me  further  alone ;  and  then  he  called 
my  attention  to  the  contents  of  a  medicine 
bottle  and  a  jug  of  barley-water,  into  both  of 
which  he  said  he  had  seen  the  Duchess  drop 
something  like  powdered  sugar.  This  put  me 
on  mj  guard.  I  immediately  forbade  the 
Duchess  the  room,  and  told  her  I'd  see  about 
the  medicine  in  person.' 

*  You  took  away  the  medicine  and  the 
barley-water  for  analysis  ?' 

'  I  did,  and  I  analyzed  them,  with  Dr.  More- 
ton's  aid.  Both  contained  large  quantities  of 
morphia.  The  barley-water  alone  contained 
enough  of  the  opiate  to  kill  three  or  four  adults. 
It  was  perfectly  saturated.' 

Many  other  details  came  out  in  further 
examination  which  equally  astonished  and  hor- 
rified Linda.  Bit  by  bit  it  dawned  upon  her, 
as  the  case  w^ent  on,  that  Bertie  himself  had 
supplied  the  most  killing  evidence  of  all.  She 
had  to  fight,  not  only  against  a  strange  con- 
catenation  of  misleading   circumstances,  but 
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also  against  the  word  of  a  dead  man — and  that 
man  her  own  husband — whom  they  could  no 
longer  submit  to  cross-examination. 

When  Sir  Frederick  had  finished  his  evidence 
in  chief,  the  judge  looked  at  Douglas.  Douglas 
rose,  irresolute,  and  looked  at  the  judge.  '  T — 
I  have  no  questions  to  ask,'  he  said  at  last, 
faltering. 

The  half-blind  old  judge  glanced  sharph^  u\y 
in  astonishment.  *No  questions  to  ask!'  he 
repeated,  incredulous.  *  No  questions  to  ask 
the  witness  ?  A  principal  witness  like  this ! 
Surely  you  mistake !  You  don't  wish  to  cross- 
examine  ?' 

'  No,'  Douglas  answered,  flushing  very  red  ; 
*  i  one  whatsoever.' 

A  slight  titter  ran  rippling  through  the  ranks 
of  the  bar.  Evidenth'  this  youn2f  man  had 
misunderstood  his  vocation.  What  singular 
conduct!  To  let  the  chief  witness  for  the  pro- 
secution stand  down  from  the  box  without  a 
single  word  of  cross-examination  ! 

The  Crown  shrugged  its  shoulders,  and 
proceeded  to  put  the  nurses  into  the  box.    Mr. 
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Erskine,  the  smart  young  junior  whom  Linda 
knew  of  old,  rose  jauntily  to  question  them. 
Mr.  Erskine*s  manner  had  not  improved  with 
years.  When  Linda  saw  him  begin,  her  heart 
sank  within  her.  She  remembered  the  smart 
young  man's  previous  forensic  exploit  with  no 
great  satisfaction.  She  felt  he  was  unscrupu- 
lous— all  he  cared  for  on  earth  was  a  profes- 
sional victory.  What  to  her  was  an  issue  of 
life  and  death  was  to  him  an  opportunity  for 
displaying  his  talents  as  an  advocate. 

The  smart  young  barrister  proceeded,  by 
dexterous  side-questions,  to  get  out  the  gist  of 
the  nurses'  story — their  chief  point  being  how 
the  Duke  had  seemed  better  after  the  Duchess 
went  away,  till,  by  an  unfortunate  coincidence, 
they  were  both  of  them  sent  down  from  the 
room  together  on  successive  errands  by  the 
unfortunate  patient.  They  oughtn't  to  have 
gone  both  at  once,  they  allowed  ;  but  the  Duke 
insisted.  He  was  very  imperious  ;  when  he 
asked  for  anything  he  must  have  it  at  once. 
And  so  they  went  down  perforce  when  he  told 
them.      While  they  were  away  the  Duchess 
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slipped  into  the  room  unbidden  ;  and  as  soon 
as  they  returned  they  found  her  there  once 
more,  standing  *  messing  about  the  things '  by 
her  husband's  bedside.  She  was  close  by  the 
table  with  the  medicines  and  the  barley-water, 
and  she  looked  as  if  she  had  just  administered 
a  dose  from  the  bottle  to  the  patient.  Later 
on,  when  the  Duke  complained  of  thirst,  she 
insisted  upon  giving  him  some  barley-water 
with  her  own  hands.  From  the  moment  of 
her  arrival  his  grace  seemed  worse ;  after  sip- 
ping the  barley-water  he  became  rapidly  un- 
conscious. They  had  kept  the  rest  of  that 
barley-water,  as  Sir  Frederick  ordered.  It  was 
in  a  jug  labelled  '  A,*  and  sent  to  the  Govern- 
ment analyst  for  analysis. 

Then  Douglas  Harrison,  rising  up,  still  pale, 
but  resolute,  proceeded  to  cross-examine.  He 
had  only  one  important  point  to  ask  about.  It 
was  at  the  Duke's  request,  then,  that  they  both 
left  the  room  together  ?  ' 

Yes,  at  the  Duke's  request,  most  urgently 
repeated. 

He  insisted  upon  their  going?  t 

VOL.  III.  47 
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^  es,  he  insisted  tirmly. 

J  low  long  were  they  both  away  together? 

Oh,  several  minutes  —  maybe  six,    maybe 
heven. 

There  would  have  been  time  for  much  to 
happen  meanwhile? 

Well,  time  for  anybody  to  do  a  good  deal  in. 

Further  cross-examination  dealt  only  with 
the  point  that  the  barley-water  was  there 
before  the  nurses  went  down;  and  that  they 
had  not  actually  seen  the  Duchess  give  the 
Duke  a  dose  of  medicine  when  she  broke  into 
the  room  during  their  somewhat  lengthy  ab- 
sence. They  only  inferred  it  from  the  Duchess's 
attitude  on  their  return,  and  from  the  fact  that 
a  dose  was  gone  from  the  i)ottle. 

Other  witnesses  for  the  Crown  proved  various 
other  points  essential  to  the  prosecution  :  the 
circumstances  of  the  Duchess's  early  life  ;  her 
acquaintance  with  Maclaine  ;  the  detectives' 
story  ;  the  Duke's  suspicions  ;  the  finding  of 
the  remaining  morphia  in  the  Duchess's  jewel- 
case  ;  its  presence  in  the  jars  labelled  '  A,'  '  B,' 
and  *  C  V;  the  result  of  the  post-mortem  ;  the 
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suspicious  conduct  of  the  Duchess  during  the 
whole  illness.     The  day    wore   away    slowly 
while  all  this  was  being  proved  ;  and  Douglas 
Harrison's  cross-examination,  at  times  directed 
to  very  small  details,  seemed  to  bring  out  but 
little  that  was  of  a  clearly  rebutting  nature. 
His  only  main  points  were  the  annihilation  of 
one  part  of  the  detectives'  case  by  showing  how 
brief  and  unimportant  were  Basil  Maclaine's 
visits  to  the  house  during  the  Duke's  absence  ; 
and    his    careful  proof,   by  drawing   out   the 
servants  at  Onslow  Gardens,  that  no  interview 
of  any  sort  could  ever  be  shown  to  have  taken 
place  alone  between  Maclaine  and  the  Duchess. 
It  was  noticeable,  too,  that  Douglas  carefully 
avoided  the  use  of  the  question-begging  ex- 
pression '  the  murdered  man,'   which  counsel 
for  the  prosecution  used  so  freely  ;  and  often, 
in  repeating  witness's  words  to  them  in  a  second 
question,  he  substituted  for  it  '  the  deceased ' 
with  marked  emphasis.     Altogether,  however, 
at  the  end  of  the  first  day,  when  counsel  for 
the  Crown  bowed  to  the  court  and  remarked, 
triumphantly,  that  '  this  concluded  their  case,* 
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appearances  all  along  had  gone  dead  against 
Linda,  while  nothing  of  importance  had  been 
elicited  in  her  favour.  It  was  evident  })eyond 
a  doubt  that  the  Duke  had  died  by  the  ad- 
ministration of  morphia  ;  and  strong  probabili- 
ties pointed  to  the  fact  that  the  morphia  had 
been  administered  in  food  and  medicine  ""iven 
him  by  the  Duchess. 

With  a  weary  heart  once  more,  Linda,  stand- 
ing again,  heard  the  court  adjourned  till  the 
next  morning.  As  she  drove  off  alone  to  her 
quarters  in  gaol,  she  wondered  how  Douglas 
Harrison  could  ever  find  any  way  of  his  own 
out  of  this  labyrinth  of  conspiracy,  doubt,  and 
coincidence. 

For  it  was  beginning  to  dawn  upon  her  that 
conspiracy  as  well  as  coincidence  had  entered 
the  lists  against  her. 
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COUNSEL  FOR  THE  DEFENCE. 

When  the  court  re-assembled  next  morninsf, 
Linda  saw  with  a  thrill  of  delight  that  Cecil 
had  at  last  arrived  from  America.  He  was 
standing  in  his  travel -stained  tweed  suit  bv 
the  side  of  the  dock  to  greet  her  on  her  en- 
trance, for  he  had  only  just  come  in  by  n^^ht 
train  from  Queenstown,  where  he  had  landed 
the  day  before,  and  hurried  on  at  all  speed 
across  Ireland  to  join  his  sister  in  her  hour  of 
need  in  London.  News  of  Bertie's  death  had 
reached  liim  by  telegraph  in  a  remote  part  of 
Montana,  where  he  was  engaged  in  applying  a 
new  electrical  apparatus  for  the  separation  of 
silver  from  the  ore  to  the  mines  of  his  syndi- 
cate ;  and  he  had  returned  to  New  York  post 
haste,  as  fast  as  American  stages  and  trains 
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t'ould  carry  liim,  in  his  eagerness  to  stand  by 
his  sister^s  side  in  her  day  of  peril.  It  was  a 
long  journey,  for  Amberley  Pike  lies  miles 
away  from  the  ordinary  means  of  communica- 
tion, and  the  snow  had  drifted  deep  in  the 
passes  of  the  Sierra.  A  ten  days*  tossing* 
across  the  Atlantic,  with  head  winds  to  battle 
against,  had  still  further  delayed  him,  so  that 
he  had  only  that  moment  arrived  in  town,  and 
leaving  his  luggage  hastily  in  the  cloak-room 
at  Euston,  had  driven  straight  to  court  in  the 
clothes  he  wore  throughout  the  long  sea- 
voyage. 

The  moment  Douglas  perceived  him  he 
moved  up  at  once  and  grasped  his  old  friend's 
hand  warmly.  But  they  had  hardly  exchanged 
greetings  and  explained  these  particulars  before 
Douglas,  scanning  him  critically  from  head  to 
foot  asked,  in  a  confidential  whisj)er : 

'  You've  your  luggage  in  town,  1  suppose  ? 
You've  a  better  suit  than  that  one,  no  doubt^ 
in  your  portmanteau  ?* 

Cecil  nodded  assent 

'  The  best  clothes  a  good  New  Y'^ork  tailor 
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could  make  me,'  he  answered,  half  suspecting 
at  once  his  questioner's  meaning. 

*  Then  don't  lose  a  minute.  Drive  straight 
to  an  hotel  ;  Avash,  shave,  and  dress/  Douglas 
responded  quickly,  '  and  come  back  here  as 
neat  and  trim  as  you  can  look.  I  sliall  want 
you  to-day  for  a  special  purpose,  and  your  ap- 
pearance at  present  doesn't  do  it  justice.' 

'  I  see,'  Cecil  answered,  catching  at  his  idea 
with  quick  apprehension.  '  You're  right,  of 
course.  It  never  struck  me,  in  my  anxiety  to 
come  direct  to  Linda.  But  I  won't  be  gone 
an  hour,  and  when  I  get  back — well,  you 
needn't  be  afraid  your  case  will  suffer  by  me.' 

By  this  time  the  mumbling  little  old  judge 
had  taken  his  seat  on  the  bench  ;  silence  was 
proclaimed  in  the  court ;  and  everybody  fell 
into  the  attitude  of  attention  for  further  pro- 
ceedings. Linda,  glancing  around  once  more 
with  that  frank,  fearless  gaze  of  hers,  though 
pale  as  death,  could  see  that  a  deeper  interest 
was  taken  in  her  personally  than  the  day 
before.  The  brief  recognition  between  brother 
and  sister,  and  the  conscious  pride  with  which 
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each  had  greeted  the  other  in  spite  of  their 
painful  situation,  told  distinctly  on  the  crowd 
of  sightseers  in  Linda's  favour. 

'  Well,  anyhow  her  brother  don't  believe  she 
did  it,'  they  murmured  to  one  another  in  the 
intervals  between  the  formal  business. 

Presently  Douglas  Harrison  rose  to  open 
the  defence.  He  would  open  it,  he  said,  turn- 
ing full  upon  the  jury,  in  a  somewhat  longer 
and  ampler  speech  than  usual.  The  peculiarity 
of  the  circumstances  demanded  this  treatment. 
He  rested  his  case,  not  so  much  upon  rebutting 
evidence,  as  upon  a  theory  totally  different  to 
that  of  the  prosecution — a  theory  which,  had 
he  been  retained  at  the  time,  and  had  he  then 
had  an  occasion  of  forming  it  in  full,  he  might 
have  brought  forward  more  opportunely  at  the 
inquest  on  the  body  of  the  late  Duke.  The 
defence  he  proposed  to  offer  to  the  charge 
brought  against  his  client  hung,  in  fact,  upon 
this  theory — that  no  murder  had  been  com- 
mitted in  the  case  at  all  ;  that  the  Duke  had 
himself  administered  with  his  own  hands, 
and    for  his   own    purposes,   the   fatal    doses 
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of  morphia  whose  effects  had  been  proved  to 
them  b}^  Sir  Frederick  Weston. 

As  he  said  those  words,  after  a  long  and 
clear  preamble,  he  paused  and  took  breath, 
looking  hard  at  the  jury.  Linda,  watching 
him  narrowly,  was  surprised  to  see  he  showed 
no  signs  of  nervousness.  She  had  had  fears 
of  this.  Douglas  himself  would  have  had  fears 
of  it  in  the  conduct  of  any  other  trial.  But 
here  he  had  none.  He  had  ceased  to  be 
self-conscious.  One  devourini^:  feelino'  alone 
usurped  his  whole  soul.  He  was  possessed 
with  a  fierv  determination  that  Linda  should 
have  justice.  Seeing  the  whole  case  clearly 
now  in  his  own  mind,  without  one  doubt  or 
hesitation,  he  could  think  of  nothing  save  the 
most   effective   wav  of  laving  his    conviction 
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convincingly  before  the  eyes  of  the  jury. 

He  began,  then,  by  treating  the  case,  though 
always  as  an  opening  only,  from  the  very 
beginning.  He  explained  what  his  witnesses 
would  be  called  to  prove.  They  must  learn 
what  sort  of  person  the  late  Duke  was.  They 
must  learn   from   what  family  he  sprang,  in 
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what  ideas  he  was  educated,  with  what  heredi- 
tary feelings  he  was  possessed  and  permeated. 
He  would  bring  evidence  to  show  them  that 
the  late  Duke's  father  had  been  a  confirmed 
gambler  ;  yes,  and  that  the  late  Duke's  father 
had  committed  suicide  as  a  direct  result  of  his 
gambling  transactions.  He  would  also  bring 
evidence  to  show  them  that  the  late  Duke's 
father  never  left  a  line  in  writing  behind  to 
explain  the  circumstances  of  his  sudden  death, 
and  that  suspicion  accordingly  fell  afterwards 
— most  unjust  suspicion,  as  they  knew  later — 
upon  innocent  persons.  Next,  he  would  bring 
evidence  to  show  them  that  the  late  Duke's 
brother  was  likewise  a  gambler,  that  the  late 
Duke's  brother  likewise  committed  suicide, 
and  that  a  similar  uncertainty  hung  at  first 
over  both  his  reasons  for  the  deed  and  the  very 
fact  of  his  having  performed  it.  It  was  matter 
of  history  that  remote  ancestors  in  their  day 
had  also  been  gamblers,  and  also  suicides. 
The  two  tendencies  ran  together  in  the  Mont- 
gomery blood.  And  so,  admittedly,  did  the 
other  half-insane  tendency  to  a  mad  jealousy 
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of  their  wives.  Several  of  the  Montgomeries 
had  killed  themselves  within  a  very  short 
period  indeed  after  marriage  ;  and  they  had 
died  on  bad  terms  with  their  Duchesses  for  no 
sufficient  or  well-defined  reason. 

After  that,  Douglas  went  on,  he  would  call 
witnesses  who  would  testify  to  the  late  Duke's 
own  opinion  of  suicide,  and  his  own  fore- 
shadowing in  his  own  very  words  of  tlie  ^eK- 
inflicted  fate  that  finally  overtook  him. 

Then,  altering  his  voice  unconsciously  to  a 
more  sympathetic  key,  Douglas  went  on  to 
give  his  own  history  of  the  Amberley  family, 
and  the  means  by  which  they  had  risen  to 
wealth  and  eminence.  In  contradistinction  to 
the  *  upstart '  view,  put  forth  by  the  Crown,  he 
dwelt  lovingly  upon  Cecil's  skill,  knowledge, 
and  scientific  attainments  ;  the  position  the 
family  had  taken  up  in  New  York  ;  the  tempta- 
tions held  out  by  so  wealthy  and  accomplished 
an  heiress  to  the  cupidity  of  an  impoveribhed 
English  nobleman.  He  would  bring  forward 
witnesses  to  show  the  Duke's  embarrassed 
condition  before  he  sailed  for  America  ;   the 
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way,  on  his  return,  he  had  recklessly  squan- 
<lered  his  wife's  money  ;  the  load  of  accumu- 
lating debt ;  the  resulting  crisis  ;  the  determi- 
nation slowly  formed  in  the  Duke's  mind  to 
meet  it  in  the  hereditary  Montgomery  fashion. 

In  short,  he  w^ould  bring  evidence  to  show 
that  before  ever  the  Duke  left  for  Norway  his 
financial  straits  alone  had  led  him  to  contem- 
plate the  possihiKty  of  suicide. 

Then  came  in  the  other  and  still  more 
terrible  heirloom  of  the  Powysland  blood — 
their  insensate  jealousy.  He  would  call  wit- 
nesses to  prove  the  existence  of  that,  too, 
and  its  presence  in  the  Duke's  case  without 
any  adequate  reason.  He  would  show  them 
the  improbability  of  the  Duchess  having 
bought  or  administered  the  morphia,  and 
the  i)robability  that  the  Duke  himself,  dimly 
contemplating  suicide,  had  purchased  it  in 
Norway  for  that  very  purpose,  and  had  been 
driven  to  use  it,  partly  by  the  influence  of 
delirium  during  the  paroxysms  of  fever  ; 
partly  by  the  increajrc  in  his  own  mad  jealousy, 
produced,  it  might  be,  by  pliysical  causes  ;  but 
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partly,  also,  owing  to  the  detectives*  adverse 
report  on  the  Duchess's  conduct,  which  he 
had  grossly  misjudged  ;  and  partly  owing  to  a 
casual  conversation  with  a  lady  whom  he 
would  produce — Mrs.  Bouverie- Barton.  There 
Douglas  paused.  He  had  made  this  opening 
speech,  he  said,  much  fuller  than  usual  (in 
spite  of  the  obvious  uneasiness  of  the  judge,  a 
stickler  for  precedent),  but  that  was  in  order 
that  the  j  ury  might  clearly  understand  before- 
hand, and  follow  intelligently,  the  course  of 
the  evidence  he  was  about  to  lay  before  them. 
Put  briefly,  his  theory  amounted,  in  fact,  to 
this — that  the  Duke  had  deliberately  poisoned 
himself,  out  of  mingled  des2)air  and  personal 
jealousy  ;  and  that  he  had  just  as  deliberately 
planned  a  vile  and  horrible  attempt  to  satisfy 
his  vengeance  by  making  suspicion  fall  upon 
his  wife,  '  Ihat  innocent  lady  who  stands 
before  you  m  the  dock  this  moment,  on  trial 
for  her  life  and,  what  is  dearer  to  her  by  far 
than  life  itself,  her  honour.' 

As  he  bpoke,  an  instant  flood  of  conviction 
burst  over  Linda's  soul.     It  came  upon  her 
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with  a  flash.     He  had  unravelled  the  tangle. 
Impossible,  incredible,  horrible  as  it  was  to 
conceive,  she  saw  in  a  moment  that  Douglas 
was  right.     The  key  he  had  discovered  was 
one  that  unlocked  all  the  twisted  wards  of  that 
intricate  combination.     Bertie  himself  had  put 
the  morphia  in  his  own  food   and  medicine; 
and  he  had  done  it  with  deliberate  intent  to 
ruin  and  murder  her.     She  understood  it  all 
now  ;  she  saw  it  all  distinctly.     In  a  sudden 
revulsion  of  feeling,  the  man  as  he  lived  stood 
revealed  before  her  in  all  his  hideous,  mad, 
selfish  cruelty.     She  knew  he  had  devised  it 
of  malice  prepense  ;  she  knew  he  had  done  it 
all  for  a  horrible  revenge.     Resolved  to  die  in 
any  case,  and  goaded  to  reprisals  by  his  own 
baseless,    unreasoning   jealousy,  he  had    died 
with  this  ghastly  lie  upon  his  lips  in  order  to 
wreak  upon  his  innocent  wife  that  hateful,  in- 
credible, posthumous  vengeance. 

So  Douglas  pointed  out  briefly  in  the  con- 
cluding words  of  his  speech,  and  sat  down 
exhausted.  The  court  was  evidently  deeply 
impressed  by  this  unexpected  line  of  defence. 
Mr.  Mitchell  Hanbury,  leaning  across  to  the 
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young  barrister  with  a  satistied  smile,  whis- 
pered in  his  ear  in  a  half-audible  voice  : 

'  Well  done  indeed  !  It's  very  irregular  to 
open  at  such  length — you  should  have  kept 
half  that  for  your  final  review — but  I  con- 
gratulate you,  all  the  same,  upon  your  brilliant 
theory.  It's  the  strongest  and  most  original 
plan  of  defence  you  could  possibly  have  set 
up  ;  it  so  completely  traverses  and  sets  at 
nought  the  whole  line  of  the  prosecution. 
And  it  interests  the  jury  sympathetically  in 
your  client.' 

But  Douglas,  wiping  his  brow  and  moisten- 
ing his  parched  lips,  answered,  in  almost 
equally  audible  tones : 

^  I  don't  care  twopence  about  all  that. 
The  point  to  me  is,  it's  the  only  true  one.' 

And  Linda,  sitting  rigid  as  stone  on  her 
chair  in  the  appalling  horror  of  that  first 
awful  disclosure — for  as  yet  she  had  never 
suspected  Bertie — saw  that  Douglas  believed 
it  as  firmly  as  herself,  and  thanked  Heaven 
with  silent  lips  that  she  had  followed  her 
own  instinct,  and  insisted  upon  choosing  the 
advocnte  who  trusted  her. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

CUMULATIVE    EVIDENCE. 

Then  Douglas  began  calling  his  witnesses 
in  order.  The  first  of  them  proved  only 
what  everybody  knew  already — the  main 
facts  as  to  the  history  of  the  Montgomery 
family.  But  a  little  sensation  was  caused 
in  court  when,  after  elicitinp^  these  facts  in 
the  most  telling  manner,  the  unknown  bar- 
rister proceeded  with  some  evident  hesitation 
to  call — his  own  brother,  the  member  for 
South  Hampstead. 

Everybody  asked  in  a  low  whisper  among 
themselves  what  on  earth  Mr.  Hubert  Harrison 
could  have  to  do  with  the  Duke's  murder. 

*  You  knew  the  late  Duke  when  he  was 
Lord  Adalbert  Montgomery  ?'  Douglas  began 
quietly. 
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*  You  remember  a  conversation  you  bad 
witb  bim  one  day  at  Hurst  Croft,  near 
Leatberhead,  after  a  pastoral  pLiy,  in  wbicb 
lie  took  part  in  Mr.  Venables'  grounds  ?' 

'•  I  remember  it  perfectly.  It  impressed 
itself  upon  my  memory,  because  it  so  strongly 
illustrated  tbe  bereditary  tendency  of  tbe 
Montgomery  family.  In  fact,  wben  1  re- 
turned to  town  tbat  nigbt  I  made  a  note  of 
it  for  future  use  as  literary  material  —  I 
being  tben  engaged  as  a  journalist  and  play- 
wrigbt.' 

'  Please  tell  tbe  court  tbe  gist  of  tbat  con- 
versation.' 

*  We  were  discussing  a  suicide  reported  in 
tbat  morning's  papers — Mr.  Soames,  of  Wel- 
lington's— and  I  remarked  tbat  tbe  person 
wbo  bad  just  taken  bis  own  life  bad  bebaved 
most  abominably  to  survivors.  If  be  was 
going  to  kill  bimself,  be  migbt  at  least  bave 
left  a  note  bebind  to  say  wby  be  did  it,  so 
as  to  exculpate  otbers.  "  For  a  fellow  to 
commit  suicide,  leaving  it  in  doubt  wbetber 
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lie   wasn^t  murdered,  is  a  gross  injustice,"  T 
said,  "  to  many  innocent  people."  ' 

'And  what  did  Lord  Adalbert  answer  to  that?* 
'  He  said,  "  Oh,  hang  it  all,  Harrison, 
you*re  too  down  upon  him  altogether,  poor 
old  wretch!  Why  should  he  go  and  try  to 
bring  disgrace  upon  the  members  of  his 
family  ?  For  my  i)art,  I  think  he  acted 
quite  right ;  and  when  /  commit  suicide,  as 
I  shall  do  some  day,  I  suppose,  like  all  the 
rest  of  us  Montgomeries,  if  ever  luck  runs 
against  me  a  bit  too  hard,  why,  I'm  not 
going  to  leave  anything  behind  me  in  any 
way  to  incriminate  myself  I'll  let  'em  gues& 
who  did  it ;  and  if  they  can't  find  out.  well, 
then  they  may  whistle  for  it.' 

'  What  ])articularly  impressed  this  remark 
on  your  memory  ?' 

*  The  fact  that  on  that  very  afternoon  news 
arrived  from  Homburg  that  Lord  Adalbert's 
brother,  the  previous  Duke,  had  conunitted 
suicide.' 

*  Did  you  make  any  conmient  on  the  cir- 
cumstance at  the  time  ?' 
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'  Yes,  I  said  to  Mr.  Charles  Simmons, 
of  the  War  Office,  "  It's  a  family  habit. 
Gambling  and  suicide  are  hereditary  with 
the  Montgomeries.  They  run  through  their 
money,  and  then  they  cut  their  throats. 
That's  the  regular  routine,  and  then  the 
next  in  succession  marries  an  heiress  again, 
and  begins  da  capo.  As  soon  as  her  money's 
,  all  gone,  cut  throat,  and  exit."  ' 

*  That's  hardly  evidence,  what  you  said  to 
Mr.  Simmons,  of  the  War  Office,'  the  mum- 
bling old  judge  observed,  with  a  preter- 
naturally  wise  and  cunning  air,  looking  up 
from  his  notes  suddenly.  '  Besides,  after 
such  a  lapse  of  time  as  this  the  witness's 
memory  is   likely  to   fail    liim   as   to  detail, 

surely.' 

'  I  have  my  note-book  here,  my  lord,* 
Hubert  responded,  promptly  producing  it, 
'  with  all  the  conversation  written  down  in 
full  exactly  as  it  occurred.  I  put  it  in 
writing  at  the  time  for  its  dramatic  value, 
intending  to  use  it  in  some  future  play.  I 
hand  up  the  book  now  for  your    lordship's 
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inspection  and  the  jury's.  Your  lordship 
will  not  fail  to  observe  that  the  conversation 
is  intercalated  between  two  other  notes  refer- 
ring obviously  to  the  same  period — the  re- 
hearsal of  the  play — and  that  the  dates  when 
the  note-book  was  begun  and  finished  are 
entered  at  either  end  on  the  fly-leaves.* 

The  court  received  this  evidence  with  pro* 
found  interest.  That  interest  was  certainly 
not  lessened  when  Douglas  continued : 

^  You  recollect  the  news  of  the  eighth 
Duke's  death  being  communicated  on  the 
lawn  at  Hurst  Croft  to  Lord  Adalbert  ?* 

*  I  do.  Lord  Adalbert  saw  several  of  us 
looking  at  a  paper  which  contained  the  news 
immediately  after  the  performance  of  the 
pastoral  play  was  over.  He  noticed  vfe 
were  disconcerted,  and  asked  us  at  once, 
*' Anything  wrong  at  Homburg?  Powys- 
land  been  making  a  fool  of  himself  again  ?" 
I  told  him,  Yes ;  the  Duke  was  seriously 
hurt.  He  took  the  paper  from  my  hand 
and  read  it  slowly  through — I  have  a  copy 
here  which  the  jury  can  see  for  themselves 
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— then  he  handed  it  back  and  said  quite 
quietly,  "  I  thought  so ;  I  thought  so !  At 
last  he's  done  it."  From  which  remark  [ 
naturally  gathered  that  he  had  expected  his 
brother  sooner  or  later  to  put  an  end  to  his 
life  in  the  usual  family  fashion.' 

That  smart  young  barrister,  Erskine,  who 
rose,  after  a  few  more  questions  put  and 
answered,  to  cross-examine  the  witness,  tried 
to  undermine  the  value  of  Hubert's  evidence 
by  suggesting  with  gentle  lateral  hints  that 
he  was  moved  by  fraternal  feeling  to  quicken 
his  memory  unduly,  but  he  failed  in  his 
attempt  to  discredit  the  entries  in  the  note- 
book ;  and  when  (Jharlie  Simmons,  of  the 
War  Office,  and  Mr.  Venables,  the  well- 
known  financier,  called  in  quick  succession, 
corroborated  the  main  facts  as  to  that  ])r()- 
phetic  conversation,  Linda  had  only  to  scan 
the  faces  of  the  jury  to  see  that  the  impres- 
sion left  upon  the  court  by  Bertie's  uncon- 
scious foreshadowing  of  his  own  guilt  was 
deep  and  lasting. 

Then  Douglas,  pausing  again  one  rhetorical 
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second,  proceeded   to  call   Mr.   Cecil  Amber- 
ley. 

All  the  court  looked  up,  deeply  interested. 
The  dramatic  appearance  in  the  box  that 
morning  of  the  great  electrical  engineer — 
the  successor  and  rival  of  Edison — to  give 
evidence  at  the  last  moment  in  his  sister's 
favour,  came  home  to  everyone's  imagina- 
tion and  everyone's  heart.  And,  indeed, 
prosperity  had  done  much  for  the  ex-work- 
man of  the  Bloomsbury  tube- works.  As  he 
stood  there,  in  his  manly,  straightforward 
way,  every  inch  a  gentleman  of  Nature's  own 
mint,  answering  all  Douglas's  questions  in 
sound  and  sensible  English,  and  describing 
the  rise  in  the  family  fortunes  with  modest 
succinctness,  Cecil  Amberley  looked  and 
spoke  like  just  what  he  was  —  a  man  of 
honour  and  a  man  of  genius.  Even  in  the 
old  days  at  Clandon  Street  Cecil  had  always 
been  a  first-rate  specimen  of  the  best  class 
of  educated,  self-respecting,  scientifically- 
trained  English  mechanic.  Dress  and  the 
other   advantages   of    wealth    had    added    all 
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the  rest;  while  intercourse  with  the  world 
and  with  cultivated  minds  had  given  him  a 
quietly  confident  manner,  which,  coming  on 
top  of  his  natural  self-reliance  and  modest 
ejise,  j^tood  him  in  good  stead  in  any 
society. 

Cecil's  exam ination-in -chief,  and  still  more 
the  way  in  which  he  passed  through  the  ordeal 
of  Mr.  Erskine's  cross-examination,  intended 
to  confuse  him,  scattered  at  once  to  the  winds 
all  the  absurd  rumours  as  to  the  origin  and 
rise  of  the  Amberley  family.  It  was  abund- 
antly evident,  as  soon  as  he  had  told  his  plain 
unvarnished  tale,  that  the  supposed  change  of 
name  was  a  simple  myth,  the  gutter  theory  of 
the  family  antecedents  a  gross  impertinence, 
the  sneers  of  clubit;nd  utterly  unwarranted, 
and  even  the  view  taken  by  the  counsel  for 
the  prosecution  an  unfounded  misstatement. 
Every})ody  saw,  as  the  great  engineer  detailed 
his  evidence  with  manly  straightforwardness, 
that  the  Amberley s  had  always  been  self-helping 
and  self-respecting  people  ;  that  the  removal  to 
New  York  had  been  entirely  due  to  Cecil's  own 
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plans  for  the  development  of  his  wonderful 
inventions ;  that  Linda's  interest  in  his  under- 
takings had  been  fairl}'  purchased  by  the  eui- 
])arkation  of  her  own  little  capital,  inherited 
and  saved,  in  her  brother's  ventures  ;  that  her 
part  in  the  syndicates  had  been  earned  by  her 
own  labour ;  and  that,  from  first  to  last,  she 
had  been  the  active  assistant,  confidante,  and 
adviser  of  her  distinguished  brother.  When 
Cecil  sat  down  again  after  the  ordeal  of  cross- 
examination,  everybody  knew  exactly  the 
simple  truth  that  the  Duchess  of  Powysland 
had  once  taken  in  lodgers  in  her  house  in 
Clandon  Street,  but  everyone  knew  also  the 
correlative  truth  that  her  whole  past  life  bore 
a  totally  diff^erent  complexion  no^v  from  that 
which  rumour  had  so  long  and  so  unjustly 
put  upon  it. 

There  was  another  sensation  in  court  when 
Douglas  Harrison,  looking  a  little  fatigued 
after  his  re-examination  of  Cecil  Amberley^ 
proposed  to  caJl/  amid  a  deep  hush  of  silence, 
Mr,  Basil  Maclaine,  of  the  Board  of  Trade. 

Nobody  was  prepared  for  this  grand  coup  de 
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tliedti'e.  Every  neck  in  the  building  craned  to 
see  him  as  he  came  slowly  up — the  skulking 
wretch,  according  to  popular  opinion  one  day 
before,  who  had  led  the  Duchess  into  this 
horrible  mess,  and  then  had  deserted  her  to 
flounder  out  by  herself  as  best  she  might, 
instead  of  taking  all  the  blame  upon  himself 
and  standing  by  her  side  in  the  dock  that 
moment  as  the  real  insdgator  and  designer  of 
the  murder. 

It  was  with  manifold  misgivings,  indeed, 
that  Douglas  put  his  friend  into  the  box  that 
morning.  He  hardly  knew  how  Maclaine 
would  comport  himself,  how  his  little  affecta- 
tions and  society  graces  would  tell  against 
him  with  the  court,  how  he  would  behave 
under  the  crucial  test  of  a  searching  cross-^ 
examination.  But  there  are  some  great  crises 
in  our  history  when  even  the  smallest  of  us 
seem  to  rise  instinctively  to  the  height  of  the 
occasion.  P'or  once  in  his  life  Basil  Maclaine 
that  day  managed  to  forget  himself  and  the 
figure  he  was  cutting,  and,  as  a  consequence, 
cut  a  far  better  figure  than  was  at  all  usual 
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with  him.  He  went  into  the  box  with  just 
that  mixture  of  modest  reluctance  and  anxious 
<lesire  to  tell  the  whole  truth,  without  reser- 
vation, wliich  was  best  adapted  to  produce 
a  favourable  impression  on  the  minds  of  the 
jury,  already  prejudiced  against  him.  For 
the  moment,  he  was  fortunately  possessed  only 
by  a  profound  and  honest  desire  to  free  Linda 
from  the  unjust  suspicion  of  any  kind  of 
intimate  relations  with  himself  during  her 
husband's  absence.  His  handsome  face,  his 
manly  bearing,  his  obvious  earnestness  and 
sincerity,  his  freedom  from  prevarication 
where  there  was  nothing  to  hide,  all  gave 
weight  to  his  words  as  he  went  on  ;  and  the 
mere  fact  that  the  defence  had  ventured  to  put 
him  boldly  into  the  box,  and  that  he  could 
give  with  unflinching  directness  a  plain, 
straightforward  *No  !'  to  all  the  insinuations 
and  innuendoes  of  the  prosecution,  almost 
sufficed  to  dispel  the  gossip  of  the  clubs  about 
the  supposed  position  in  which  he  had  stood 
towards  Linda.  The  court  listened  through- 
out  in    breathless    silence,  and  when  at  last 
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Basil  stood  down,  relieved,  but  with  a  feverish 
brow,  there  was  scarcely  a  soul  present  who 
didn't  think  better  for  the  moment  both  of  the 
poor  Duchess  herself  and  of  the  man  for  whose 
sake  she  was  believed  to  have  murdered  her 
worthless  husband. 

The    tide    was    undoubtedly    turning     in 
Linda's  favour. 

Step  by  step,  through  all  his  succeeding 
witnesses,  Douglas  built  up  his  case  with 
wonderful  ingenuity.  Mere  forensic  desire  to 
make  the  best  of  a  difficult  defence  could 
never  have  led  him  to  get  so  much  out  of  such 
unpromising  materials.  Nothing  but  his  in- 
tense devotion  to  Linda,  and  his  profound 
conviction  that  he  had  read  the  secret  of  the 
mystery  aright,  could  have  enabled  any  man 
80  to  bring  together  into  one  strong  strand 
all  the  threads  of  a  separately  weak  but 
cumulative  proof.  His  next  witnesses  were 
servants  and  friends,  who  spoke  to  the  natural 
jealousy  and  deep  vindictiveness  of  the  Duke's 
character,  as  well  as  to  the  growing  signs  of 
distrust  towards  Linda  which  had  been  more 
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and  more  obvious  in  his  conduct  from  the 
night  of  her  first  meeting  with  Basil  Maclaine 
at  the  Simpsons*  party.  Then  Mrs.  Bouverie- 
Barton  went  into  the  box — for  Douglas,  as 
soon  as  the  case  was  put  into  his  hands,  had 
diligently  hunted  up  everybody  who  had  seen 
anything  of  the  Duke  in  the  brief  interval 
after  his  return  to  London — and  detailed  her 
conversation  on  the  bench  on  the  Embank- 
ment, with  the  Duke's  short  answers  and 
moody  outbursts  of  fitful  temper.  Wit- 
ness particularly  observed  the  angry  flash  of 
the  Duke's  eye  when  casual  mention  was 
made  of  Mr.  Maclaine  ;  his  curt  remark, 
'  Six  months  is  a  precious  short  time  to 
give  a  man  for  domestic  felicity  ;*  and  his 
bitter  reflection,  '  That's  the  way  with  these 
women.  They  marry  a  fellow  for  whatever 
they  can  get  ;  and  then,  having  secured  his 
name  and  title,  they  break  the  rest  of  their 
implied  bargain.'  Above  all,  Mrs.  Bouverie- 
Barton  recalled  vividly  two  special  and  very 
significant  phrases.  When  she  spoke  to  the 
Duke  of  his  sceptical  attitude  about  another 
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lady  to  whom  he  had  formerly  paid  marked 
attentions — poor  Sabine  felt  a  tell-tale  blush 
mantling  her  face  at  that  awkward  incident — 
the  Duke  had  answered  grimly,  *  I  was  wiser 
in  my  generation  then  than  now  ;'  and  when 
he  told  her  at  last  he  thought  he  was  going 
to  he  seriously  ill,  he  had  added,  with  bitter- 
ness, *  and  a  good  job,  too,  as  things  go  at 
present/ 

It  was  clear  from  all  the  evidence  brought 
forward  from  this  point  onward  that  the  Duke 
€X])ected  and  wished  to  die  ;  hardly  less  clear 
that  he  desired  most  definitely  to  cast  the 
blame  of  his  death  upon  the  head  of  the 
Duchess.  One  link  alone  still  remained  to  be 
proved.  Where  did  the  poison  come  from  ? 
Had  the  Duke  any  reason  to  have  morphia  in 
his  possession  ?  For  that  final  link  in  his 
chain  of  proof,  Douglas  proceeded  somewhat 
complacently  to  call  the  dead  man's  valet. 

The  valet's  evidence  was  direct  and  to  the 
point.  His  grace  had  always  suffered  severely 
from  sleeplessness — especially  on  nights  when 
he  had  played  high  ;  and  on  such  occasions 
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lie  was  accustomed  to  ffive  himself,  as  the 
valet  phrased  it  with  vast  affectation  of 
medical  accuracy,  *  hypodermal  injections  of 
morphia.' 

*  Have  you  ever  procured  him  morphia  for 
the  purpose  ?'  Douglas  asked,  amid  a  pause  of 
solemn  silence. 

*  Yes,  frequently.  Often  in  America,  while 
his  grace  was  there,  I  bought  him  large 
amounts,  and  also  to  a  less  extent  in  Eng- 
land. He  had  a  prescription  for  the  purpose 
from  a  medical  man,  which  he  used  to  send 
me  out  with.' 

*  Did  you  get  any  in  Norway  ?' 

*  No,  never ;  but  his  grace  went  more  than 
once,  to  my  knowledge,  into  chemists'  shops, 
both  at  Bergen  and  Lillehammer,  and  he  may 
have  bought  some  then.  I  believe  he  did. 
At  any  rate,  I  noticed  a  blue  paper  packet  of 
something  in  his  dressing-case  when  I  was 
putting  up  his  things  at  the  hotel  at  Christiania, 
which  I  can't  now  find  in  any  of  his  luggage. 
I  have  searched  for  it  in  his  portmanteaus 
without   discovering    it.      It   had   something 
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printed  outside,  in  Norse,  I  suppose,  that  I 
didn't  understand.  I  can't  tell  you  what  the 
packet  contained,  but  it  was  a  white  powder, 
which  might  have  been  soda,  of  course,  or 
might  have  been  sugar.     I  didn't  taste  it* 

'  But  (lid  you  form  any  opinion  at  the  time 
what  the  powder  was  ?* 

*  I  did.  I  believed  it  to  be  morphia,  as 
usual/ 

'  That  isn't  evidence,'  the  judge  said  dryly  ; 
'  that's  pure  conjecture.' 

Then  Douglas  produced  from  his  pocket 
with  sudden  promptitude  a  tiny  glass  syringe. 

'  Do  you  recognise  this  ?'  he  asked  the  man 
quickly. 

The  valet  started. 

'  I  do,'  he  said,  '  perfectly.  It's  the  syringe 
his  grace  was  accustomed  to  use  whenever  he 
made  the  injections  of  morphia.' 

*  Explain  to  the  jury  how  it  came  into  your 
possession,'  the  judge  interposed,  looking  a\) 
sharply,  with  the  nimble  senile  alertness  of 
his  class,  at  Douglas. 

'  My  lord,'  the  barrister  answered,  with  a 
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re8])ectfiil  inclination,  *  my  next  witness,  the 
housemaid  in  charge  of  the  Duke's  room,  will 
prove  to  your  lordship  and  the  court  that  she 
found  this  instrument  beside  the  Duke's  bed, 
on  the  evening  of  his  death,  as  if  accidentally 
dro])ped  on  the  ground,  upon  the  opposite 
side  from  the  one  on  which  the  Duchess  was 
sitting/ 


CHAPTER   XLVII. 

A   MISSING  WITNESS. 

When  the  witnesses  had  all  been  compelled, 
willing'  or  unwilling,  to  yield  up  each  his 
small  part  towards  the  cumulative  proof, 
Douglas  rose  once  more,  with  a  very  pale 
face,  and  proceeded  to  review  the  evidence  for 
his  Theory. 

His  speech  was  long,  exhaustive,  and  able. 
He  pointed  out  to  the  jury  the  character  and 
antecedents  of  the  man  himself  with  whom 
they  had  to  deal  ;  the  obviously  insane  strain 
which  ran  through  the  very  warp  and  woof 
of  his  being  ;  the  vindictiveness  and  jealousy 
known   to   characterize  his  nature  ;    and   the 
probability  of  his  being  capable  of  conceiving 
and  carrying  out  such  a  horrible  revenge  as 
that  now  suggested,  if  circumstances  should 
VOL.  III.  49 
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ever  arouse  the  devil  within  him  to  that  pitch 
of  wickedneSvS.  Then  he  showed  how  all  the 
circumstances  had  just  so  aroused  him  ;  how 
the  three  hereditary  Montgomery  tendencies, 
to  gambling,  jealousy,  suicide,  had  coincided 
to  madden  and  inflame  his  soul  ;  and  how  all 
the  very  accidents  of  the  case  had  combined  to 
precipitate  the  final  catastrophe.  He  didn't 
suppose  himself — lie  didn't  ask  them  to  believe 
— that  the  dead  man  had  decided  to  take  his 
own  life  merely  in  order  to  spite  his  wife  and 
throw  upon  her  innocent  head  the  suspicion  of 
a  deadly  crime.  That  would  be  more  than 
human  wickedness  could  compass  or  human 
credulity  swallow.  But  he  did  ask  them  to 
believe  that  the  Duke,  having  made  up  his 
mind  on  other  grounds  to  die,  had  conceived 
and  carried  out  that  further  aggravation  of 
diabolical  vengeance.  He  dw^elt  lightly  on 
the  real  guilelessness  of  Linda's  life  ;  any 
observations  on  that  score,  he  said,  with  fine 
rhetorical  sense  of  eff^ect,  he  knew  he  need  not 
waste  upon  them.  He  glanced  at  Linda  as  he 
spoke — Linda  sitting  there,  calm,  though  pale 
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and  worn,  in  her  deep  mourning',  and  all  the 
jury,  following  his  eye^  with  theirs,  felt  that 
glance  was  more  persuasive  than  the  highest 
flights  of  human  eloquence.  In  short,  he 
built  up  a  psychological  theory  of  Adalbert 
Montgomery's  life  that  was  all  the  more  con- 
clusive because  he  had  known  the  man  him- 
self, and  had  gauged  with  his  own  mind  the 
full  depths  of  profound  selfishness  and  cruelty 
that  lurked  unseen  in  his  nature. 

Then  Douglas  went  on  to  point  out  the 
utter  absence  of  motive  for  the  suggested 
crime  in  Linda's  case,  and  the  presence  of 
what  was  an  adequate  motive,  to  a  mind  so 
diseased  and  swallowed  up  by  mean  jealousy 
as  the  Duke's,  both  for  the  suicide  itself  and 
the  cruel  attempt  to  make  it  seem  a  murder. 
He  dwelt  long  upon  the  fact  that  the  police, 
with  all  their  vigilance,  had  failed  to  find  any 
proof  of  the  Duchess  having  ever  bought  a 
grain  of  morphia  anywhere,  or  had  it  in  her 
possession,  side  by  side  with  the  fact,  unshaken 
in  cross-examination,  that  the  Duke  had  been 
in  the   constant   habit    both   of  buying   and 


196  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND 

using  it.  He  noted  that  opportunities  would 
easily  occur  for  the  patient  himself  to  put 
morphia  unobserved  into  the  food  and  drink  ; 
and  that  such  opportunities  would  be  far 
more  difficult  on  the  part  of  the  Duchess. 
When  the  Duke  was  left  alone  in  the  room, 
counsel's  theory  was  that  he  had  himself 
poisoned  his  food  and  drink,  and  administered 
hypodermal  injections  from  the  powder  sur- 
reptitiously bought  in  Norway.  It  was  a 
theory  that  fitted  all  the  facts,  and  that  fell 
in  exactly  with  the  nature  and  character  of 
the  man  who  had  perpetrated,  as  he  believed, 
with  his  dying  hand  and  breath  this  gross 
injustice  upon  a  woman  who  had  loved  and 
trusted  him. 

Then,  again,  there  was  the  question  of  the 
remaining  morphia  found  in  the  Duchess's 
jewel-case.  If  the  Duchess  herself  had  per- 
petrated the  crime,  was  it  credible  that  she 
would  leave  this  clue  against  herself  among 
her  own  belongings  ?  Nobody  could  believe 
her  so  foolish  or  so  heedless.  But  if  the 
Duke  had  poisoned  himself,  with  the  deliberate 
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wish  that  the  crime  should  be  imputed  to  his 
wife,  this  clumsy  device  of  the  jewel-case  wiis 
exactly  the  sort  of  thing  that  would  first  occur 
to  the  disordered  mind  of  a  half-delirious  and 
half-insane  patient.  Rightly  viewed,  it  really 
told  in  his  client's  favour. 

Finally,  after  reviewing  all  the  facts  of  the 
case  in  his  own  sense,  Douglas  ventured  upon 
a  bold  and  very  unusual  appeal  to  the  jury. 
He  did  not  ask  them,  he  said,  merely  to  acquit 
his  client.  He  did  not  ask  them,  if  they 
doubted,  to  give  her  the  benefit  of  the  doubt. 
That  was  neither  his  client's  desire  nor  his 
own.  The  old  judge  frowned,  but  Douglas 
never  noticed  him.  He  asked  them  con- 
fidently to  proclaim  her  perfect  innocence 
from  every  charge  that  directly  or  indirectly 
had  been  brought  against  her,  in  that  court  or 
elsewhere.  He  asked  them  to  vindicate  her 
character  as  a  wife,  as  a  citizen,  as  a  woman, 
and  as  a  moral  agent.  He  asked  them  un- 
reservedly to  put  the  crime  upon  the  shoulders 
of  the  man  who  had  actually  committed  it. 
He  asked  them  to  declare  before  the  face  of  all 
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the  world  that  Adalbert  Montgomery,  Duke 
of  ]*owysland,  a  ruinei  and  disappointed 
gambler,  stung  in  his  last  despair  by  the  mad 
jealousy  of  his  race,  and  determined  to  die,  had 
conceived  in  his  heart  the  unspeakable  wicked- 
ness of  avens'ing  himself  after  death  upon  the 
wife  who  had  never  wronged  him  in  thought, 
word  or  deed  ;  and  had  concocted  for  that 
purpose  a  vile  plot  to  blast  her  reputation  and 
to  destroy  her  life  in  the  cruellest  way  ever 
devised  by  the  mind  of  man  ;  and  he  asked 
them  also  to  declare  by  their  verdict  that  that 
plot  had  failed,  and  that  crime  had  recoiled 
upon  his  own  head  ;  while  Linda,  Duchess  of 
Powysland,  his  much-wronged  wife,  went 
Ibrth  from  court  that  day  vindicated  by  their 
finding  as  a  spotless  wife  and  an  innocent 
woman.  Nothing  less  than  that  they  de- 
manded as  their  right — nothing  less  than 
tl)at,  he  felt  sure,  the  jury  would  award 
them. 

He  sat  down  almost  fainting,  while  some- 
thing very  like  applause  broke  from  every 
corner    of    the   court    for   a    minute — to    be 
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promptly  suppressed,  of  course — at  the  bold 
conclusion  of  his  well-constructed  defence. 
As  the  buzz  of  whispers  ran  round  the  well, 
Mr.  Mitchell  Hanbury  himself  leaned  over 
once  more,  and  whispered  aloud,  in  a  stage 
aside  : 

'  By  George  !  sir,  you've  done  it.  You've 
done  it.  You've  done  it.  You've  convinced 
the  jury;  and  hang  me!  if  you  haven't  almost 
succeeded  in  convincing  me  myself  into  the 
bargain  !' 

From  that  moment  forth  the  rest  of  the 
proceedings  fell  fearfully  flat  till  the  jury 
retired  to  consider  their  verdict.  After 
Douglas's  fiery  and  impassioned  eloquence, 
nobody  was  much  impressed  by  the  eminent 
l^.C.'s  frigid  but  ingenious  reply  for  the 
( Vown,  nor  by  the  mumbling  old  judge's 
evenly  balanced  and  insipid  summing-up  of 
the  respective  cases,  in  which  he  pointed  out, 
with  the  usual  luminous  judicial  impartiality, 
that  if  the  jury  believed  the  Duchess  had 
poisoned  the  Duke,  they  should  most  un- 
hesitatingly find   her  guilty  ;  but  if,  on   the 
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Other  hand,  they  believed  the  Duke  had 
poisoned  himself  to  get  out  of  a  hole,  as  the 
defence  suggested,  and  afterwards  tried  out  of 
pure  spite  to  make  it  appear  his  wife  had  done 
it — wdiy,  then,  in  that  case,  it  would  be  a 
gross  miscarriage  of  justice  for  tw^elve  honest 
and  intelligent  men  to  hang  the  Duchess. 
Everybody  seemed  so  perfectly  ready  to  admit 
the  truth  of  these  trite  judicial  platitudes 
that  they  hardly  even  listened  to  them,  and 
the  crowd  in  court  manifested  towards  the 
end  some  little  impatience  of  such  mumbled 
remarks  in  its  eagerness  to  hear  how  the  jury 
decided. 

At  last  the  critical  moment  arrived,  and 
the  jury  left  the  room  for  awhile  to  deliberate. 
They  w^ere  gone  some  minutes,  discussing  the 
case  among  themselves  ;  and  the  public  in 
court  waited  anxiously  wdth  breathless  atten- 
tion for  their  verdict.  Linda  leaned  back  in 
her  chair,  still  very  white,  but  with  a  certain 
air  of  conscious  and  triumphant  innocence. 
She  cared  infinitely  less  herself  which  way 
the  verdict  went  now.      To  her  own   mind, 
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Douglas  Harrison's  speech  and  the  evirlenco 
of  the  witnesses  had  completely  exculpated 
her  and  told  the  whole  truth  as  to  Bertie's 
conduct.  She  felt  certain  that  that  man  she 
had  once  called  her  husband,  in  an  insane 
access  of  jealousy,  had  hatched  this  mad 
scheme  against  her  life  and  honour,  exactly 
as  Douglas  had  so  aptly  described  it.  She 
had  ceased  to  love  him  entirely  now  ;  she  had 
ceased  to  regret  him.  A  terrible  whirlwind 
had  passed  through  her  soul  as  she  sat  there 
in  court,  and  left  her  wholly  changed  ;  her 
one  wonder  was,  now  she  knew  him  for  him- 
self, how  on  earth  she  could  ever  have  con- 
sented to  marry  him. 

Half  an  hour  is  a  terribly  long  time  when 
an  issue  of  life  and  death  is  hanging  by  a 
thread  in  it.  Linda  had  full  leisure  for  these 
and  many  other  tempestuous  reflections  before 
the  jury,  with  official  calmness,  returned  to 
deliver  their  expected  verdict. 

And  so  had  the  people  in  court.  They 
had  discussed  the  question  at  issue  freely 
mean w) die  ;  end  by  the  looks  that  were  cast 
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towards  her — mo>t  of  them  now  sympathetic 
and  pitying — Linda  could  feel  tolerably  well 
assured  that  the  sense  of  the  public  was  wholl}' 
with  her.  Douglas  Harrison's  bold  defence 
had  completely  turned  the  tables.  In  the 
eyes  of  the  assembled  audience  she  was  almost 
undoubtedly  now  a  much  injured  lady. 

But  did  the  jury  themselves  accept  that 
view  ?  or  w^hy  did  they  take  so  long  to 
deliberate  ?  A  tremor  passed  visibly  through 
Linda's  frame  as  the  twelve  good  men  and 
true  at  last  re-entered.  Every  eye  gazed  hard, 
and  every  ear  was  strained  to  catch  the  words 
of  that  fateful  verdict. 

The  clerk  of  arraigns  put  the  formal  ques- 
tion : 

*  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  do  you  find  the 
prisoner  at  the  bar  guilty  or  not  guilty  of 
wilful  murder  ?' 

The  foreman  glanced  lightly  at  a  tiny  scraj) 
of  paper  held  in  his  hand,  cleared  his  throat, 
and  began  to  answer  : 

^  We  find ' 


At  that  moment,  before  he  could  complete 
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his  sentence,  a  loud  cry  was  heard  from  the 
further  end  of  the  court,  a  scuffle  by  the  door, 
a  disturbance  with  the  police,  a  wild  rush  to- 
wards the  ushers. 

The  foreman  hesitated ;  he  looked  up  and 
waited;  the  turmoil  in<^reased.  Even  the 
mumbling  old  judge  rose  solemnly  from  the 
bench,  where  he  had  been  going  over  his  notes 
through  his  spectacles,  and,  peering  across  the 
well,  tried  his  h  -jjt  to  make  out  the  cause  of 
the  uproar.  Amid  the  din  and  confusion  a 
woman's  voice,  raised  loud  above  all  else,  rang 
clear  through  the  building. 

'  I  have  evidence  to  give,  my  lord — impor- 
tant evidence.  They  won't  let  me  in.  I  must 
and  shall  be  heard.     I've  come  to  save  her  !* 

'  Who  is  it  ?'  the  blind  old  j  udge  muttered 
vacantly  through  his  false  teeth,  craning  his 
neck  and  gazing  with  his  bleared  eyes  away 
down  into  the  distance.  '  This  is  very 
irregular  ;  very,  very  irregular.  If  the 
woman  had  evidence  to  give  in  the  case, 
why,  in  the  name  of  goodness,  didn't  she 
come  here  sooner  ?' 
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But  Linda,  venturing  just  for  once  to  l)roak 
silence  at  this  crisis  before  the  eyes  of  all  that 
attentive  crowd,  cried  out  in  her  turn  ; 

*  My  lord,  let  her  come.  It's  my  maid,  who 
disappeared  mysteriously  from  the  house  just 
before  the  Duke's  return,  and  whom  we've 
been  unable,  in  spite  of  all  our  efforts,  to  trace 
till  this  moment.  Tf  she  has  evidence  to  give 
on  my  behalf  I  hope  and  trust  the  verdict  will 
be  delayed  until  the  jury  have  had  a  chance  of 
hearing  her.' 

For  she  felt,  in  some  dim,  instinctive  way, 
that  Elizabeth  Woodward,  as  she  called  the 
girl  to  herself,  had  really  come  there,  as  she 
declared,  to  save  her. 


CHAPTER  XLVIIT. 

MISS    POMEIIOY    GIVES    EVIDENCE. 

The  blind  old  judge  mumbled  and  hesitated 
ineffectively.     He  whispered   aside    with   the 
clerk  of  arraigns,  while  the  foreman,  still  fum- 
bling the  scrap  of  paper  in  his  hand,  stood 
waiting  respectfully  for  his  lordship's  decision. 
Evidently,  his   lordship  was  very  much  an- 
noyed.    It   was   disconcerting,   most  discon- 
certing, to  the  dignity  of  the  court,  that  a 
woman,  unknown,  without  even  so  much  as  a 
bonnet  on   her   head,    should   insist,    at    the 
eleventh  hour,  on  thus  interrupting  an  impor- 
tant case  in  which  the  court  itself  had  already 
summed  up  with  such  luminous  inconclusive- 
ness.     Episodes    like   this    were    unseemly — 
very  unseemly.'    And  probably,  after  all,  the 
court  mumbled   to   itself,  the  woman   would 
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have  nothing  essential  to  add  to  what  other 
witnesses  had  long  since  told  them  ! 

However,  English  judges,  if  they  have  no 
other  virtue,  are  at  least  well  trained  in  the 
professional  etiquette  of  seeming  impartiality  ; 
so  the  mumbling  old  gentleman  on  the  bench 
(being  no  exception  to  this  rule),  after  re-ad- 
justing his  wig  and  setting  his  spectacles 
straight,  observed  with  some  acerbity,  that  if 
the  witness  thought  she  had  anything  impor- 
tant to  communicate  on  the  case,  she  might 
step  forward  and  be  sworn,  though  he  must 
say,  for  his  part,  her  evidence  w^ould  have  been 
more  welcome  had  it  been  tendered  in  the 
regular  course  of  events  at  an  earlier  stage  of 
the  day's  proceedings. 

As  he  spoke  and  wagged  his  head,  a  little 
lane  was  made  with  difficulty  by  the  ushers 
through  the  dense  mass  of  humanity  that 
packed  the  floor  of  the  building,  and  a  torn 
and  draggled  figure  advanced  along  it,  breath- 
less with  fiery  zeal,  towards  the  box  for  the 
witnesses. 

The   new-comer's  appearance   was,    indeed, 
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sufficient  to  surprise  the  judge  and  excite 
remark  from  all  spectators.  Her  hair,  to  be 
sure,  was  not  dishevelled,  as  in  all  dramatic 
propriety  it  ought  to  have  been — nobody  ever 
saw  that  model  lady's-maid's  hair  in  any  other 
condition,  either  in  private  or  in  public,  than 
neatly  coiled  and  carefully  braided  ;  but  her 
head  was  bare,  her  eyes  were  red,  and  her 
dress,  already  muddied  and  splashed  with  run- 
ning headlong  through  the  streets,  had  been 
torn  into  shreds  and  tatters  at  certain  points 
in  her  sharp  struggle  with  the  ushers  and 
door-keepers.  She  was  panting  and  excited ; 
and  though  her  face  as  a  whole  looked  pale 
with  bloodlessness,  a  liery  red  patch  burned 
bright  in  either  cheek  with  momentary 
exaltation. 

^  I've  run  all  the  way  here,  my  lord,'  she 
cried,  in  a  tone  of  eager  frankness,  as  she  came 
up  to  the  box.  '  I've  run  for  my  life,  like.  I 
couldn't  get  away  before.  They'd  locked  me 
up  in  the  house  to  prevent  my  coming  out  to 
give  evidence  and  save  her.  I  didn't  know 
whether  it  wouldn't  all  be  over.     But  I've  irot 
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out  in  spite  of  them,  and  I'm  in  time — I'm  in 
time  !  I  don't  care  for  anything — they  may 
kill  me  if  they  like  now — as  long  as  I'm  in 
time  to  save  her — to  save  her  !' 

The  blind  old  judge  fidgeted  angrily  in  his 
seat  : 

'  This  is  very  irregular,'  he  repeated  once 
more,  with  a  shiver  of  disapprobation,  for  his 
sense  of  form  was  severely  tried  ;  '  these  in- 
coherent statements,  so  little  to  the  point,  and 
not  on  oath  either.  Unseemly  !  Unseemly  ! 
If  you   mean  to  produce  the  witness  at  all, 

Mr. eh,  what  is  it  ?     Harrison — ah,  yes, 

thank  you — if  you  mean  to  produce  her,  you 
should  at  least  proceed  to  swear  her  in  due 
form  before  she  begins  to  make  any  personal 
statement.' 

'  May  I  give  her  a  few  minutes  to  collect 
herself,  my  lord  ?'  Douglas  asked  suspiciously, 
eyeing  his  new  ally  with  a  somewhat  doubtful 
glance,  in  spite  of  Linda's  recommendation — 
and,  indeed,  he  had  full  confidence  in  Linda's 
judgment,  '  She  seems  to  me  just  at  present 
to  be  somewhat  fatigued  and  hysterical.' 
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*  Or  the  worse  for  drink,'  that  smart  junior 
]\lr.  Erskine  suggested  humorously  beneath 
his  breath — a  comment  which  raised  a  smile 
in  his  immediate  neighbourhood. 

But  Elizabeth  Pomeroy,  alias  Woodward, 
looking  up  with  her  flushed  face  and  dark- 
ringed  eyes,  and  pulling  herself  together  sud- 
denly, answered  in  a  very  much  more  coherent 
voice,  now  she  saw  her  purpose  was  fairly 
gained  : 

'  I'm  quite  ready  to  be  sworn  this  moment, 
my  lord,  and  Fm  7iot  the  worse  for  drink, 
though  I'm  hot  and  tired.  I've  slipped  out  of 
a  guarded  house  and  from  a  bed  of  illness  with 
very  great  difficulty,  to  serve  the  ends  of 
justice,  and  Fve  run  over  a  mile  to  get  here  in 
time,  wliich  has  taken  away  my  breath  ;  but  if 
you'll  allow  them  to  swear  me  at  once,  Fm  pre- 
pared to  give  evidence — important  evidence.' 

'  Let  the  woman  be  sworn,'  the  old  judge 
said,  in  a  very  official  voice,  and  sworn  Miss 
Elizabetli  Pomeroy  was  accordingly. 

*  I  believe  your  name  is  Elizabeth  Wood- 
ward ?'  Douglas  Harrison  began,  setting  out 
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on  his  examination  very  mucli  in  the  dark — 
for  he  hadn't  the  slightest  idea  what  this  new 
witness,  thus  dropped  down  upon  him  from  the 
clouds,  was  prepared  to  prove  ;  and  he  took 
even  her  name  on  trust  from  a  little  piece  of 
paper  handed  up  to  him  by  the  solicitors. 

To  his  immense  surprise,  the  witness  took 
his  breath  away  by  answering,  in  a  very 
matter-of-fact  voice  : 

*  No  ;  not  Woodward.  That*s  what  I  was 
called  while  I  was  in  her  grace's  service.  But 
my  real  name  is  Elizabeth  Pomeroy.' 

'  Oh,  your  real  name!'  the  little  judge  said 
sharply,  with  a  sarcastic  emphasis.  '  Then 
the  other's  an  alias  !  You're  one  of  those 
people,  I  suppose,  who  go  about  the  world 
with  a  choice  selection  of  names,  as  occasion 
demands  them.' 

'  Yes,  my  lord,'  the  new  witness  responded, 
with  quiet  incisiveness.  *  The  other's  an 
alias,  and  not  my  only  one.  I'm  quite  accus- 
tomed to  courts  ;  the  ])olice  know  me  well — 
Mr.  Inspector  there  can  answer  for  that — and 
I    have   a   story    to    tell    that   the    Duchess's 
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counsel  knows  nothing  about,  so  it  isn't  much 
use  his  questioning  me  and  extorting  it. 
Perhaps,  if  he'd  allow  me  to  tell  my  tale  my 
own  way,  I'd  save  the  time  of  the  court  and 
get  sooner  through  with  it.' 

*  By  all  means,*  Douglas  answered,  nothing- 
loath,  obedient  to  a  significant  glance  from 
Linda — '  with  his  lordship's  permission.' 

'Go  on,'  the  little  judge  remarked,  with  a 
resigned  air,  leaning  back  on  the  bench. 
This  witness  was  evidently  not  a  person  for 
a  judge  who  respected  his  ermine  to  bandy 
words  with. 

'  Very  well,  then,'  Miss  Pomeroy  went  on, 
gathering  the  loose  shreds  of  her  gown  togetlier 
in  front,  and  gradually  resuming  her  more 
ordinary  demeanour  in  her  alternative  char- 
acter of  model  lady's-maid  in  a  highly  respect- 
able family.  '  I'd  better  begin  by  explaining 
at  once  that  I  was  her  grace's  maid  for  a  few 
weeks  this  spring  ;  but  that  I'm  also,  and  have 
always  been ' — she  paused  and  hesitated — '  the 
associate  and  confederate  of  thieves  and 
burglars.' 
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And  as  she  spoke  she  cast  a  defiant  glance 
around  her  in  her  sudden  access  of  virtuous 
resolve  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  and  save 
the  Duchess. 

*  God  bless  my  soul,  you  don't  mean  to  say 
so!'  the  half- blind  old  judge  burst  forth 
spontaneously,  forgetful  in  his  surprise  of 
the  dignity  of  the  Queen's  justiciary.  He 
regarded  Miss  Pomeroy's  coiled  hair  with 
close  attention.  '  The  associate  and  con- 
federate of  thieves  and  burglars !'  he  repeated 
slowly. 

*  Yes,'  Miss  Pomeroy  went  on,  with  pas- 
sionate warmth.  '  I  keep  nothing  back.  I 
want  to  tell  the  whole  truth  and  explain  the 
whole  circumstances.  I've  been  put  into 
good  places  in  many  West- End  houses  for 
several  years  back  by  means  of  forged  char- 
acters. The  man  Arthur  Roper — Mr.  In- 
spector knows  him — he  always  forged  them. 
I  was  maid  to  that  lady  there  for  a  month  or 
two  at  Hurst  Croft,  Mrs.  Hubert  Harrison — 
she  was  Miss  Venables  then — and  while  I  was 
there  the  house  was    broken   into   and  Miss 
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V^enables'  jewels  and  money  were  stolen. 
She'll  go  into  the  box  after  me  and  swear 
to  it,  I  don't  doubt,  if  your  lordship  wants 
corroborative  evidence.  Mrs.  Harrison  must 
remember  me.  I  was  called  Elizabeth  Wil- 
liams then.  I  varied  my  surnai  le  from  place 
to  place  as  far  as  necessary,  but  for  con- 
venience' sake  I  was  always  Elizabeth  ;  it 
saved  time  and  trouble.  Arthur  Roper,  an 
expert  thief,  well  known  to  the  police — they 
call  him  the  "gentleman  burglar"' — Mr. 
Inspector  nodded — *  he  stole  the  jew^els,  and 
Mrs.  Harrison  can  corroborate  me  that  I  was 
there  at  the  time,  and  wouldn't  go  into  the 
room  where  they  lay,  because  I  khew  he  was 
in  there  stealing  them.' 

Sabine  nodded  unobtrusively  a  confirmatory 
nod,  much  wondering  in  her  heart  what  all 
this  could  mean  ;  but  the  little  old  judge, 
in  spite  of  his  blindness,  caught  the  move- 
ment at  once,  and  mumbled  out  angrily  : 

'  Don't  make  signs  to  the  witness,  madam. 
Let  her  tell  her  own  tale  unaided.  Besides,  I 
don't  see  that  this  rigmarole  is  evidence  at  all. 
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What's  all  this  got  to  do  with  the  Duchess  of 
l\:>vvysland  ?* 

*  I  want  to  tell  your  lordship  and  the  jury/ 
Miss  Ponieroy  answered,  turning  round  and 
growing  calmer  each  moment  now  she  felt  she 
was  really  safe  from  pursuit,  '  how  it  was  I 
came  to  see  the  Duke  poison  himself,  and  why 
it  was  that  Arthur  Roper,  my  companion  in 
crime,  locked  me  up  ill  in  my  room  all  this 
time,  to  prevent  my  coming  here  to  give 
evidence  about  it.' 

'  Oh!'  his  lordship  echoed,  somewhat  molli- 
fied. *  You  saw  the  Duke  poison  himself  ? 
That'd  be  evidence  indeed,  if  you  really  saw 
anything  that  could  be  fairly  so  described. 
Proceed  with  your  story,  witness.' 

And  he  eyed  her  narrowly. 

^  Then  I  was  three  months  w^ith  that  ladv 
there,  the  Baroness  Von  Forstemann,'  Miss 
Pomeroy  went  on,  '  at  the  Austrian  Embassy  ; 
and  before  I  left  the  embassy  was  burgled,  and 
her  (laughter.  Baroness  Sophia,  had  her  jewels 
iind  important  documents  stolen.  That  was 
the  way  we  worked.     Arthur  Roper  used  to 


MISS  POMEROY  GIVES  EVIDENCE         215 

send  me  with  forged  characters  to  a  good  liouse 
as  maid  ;  and  as  soon  as  I'd  learnt  the  ins  and 
outs  of  the  place,  so  that  I  could  draw  a  ground- 
plan  and  show  him  his  way  well  about  the 
rooms,  why,  he  made  up  his  mind  and  came  in 
and  robbed  them.' 

'  How  was  it  you  didn't  rob  them  yourself  ?' 
tlie  blind  old  judge  asked  peevishly.  *  That 
would  have  been  so  much  simpler.  This 
seems  a  very  clumsy,  roundabout  proceeding 
— like  the  rest  of  your  evidence.* 

'  Oh  dear  no,  your  lordship  ;  in  that  case 
J  might  have  got  caught/  Miss  Pomeroy 
answered  in  a  very  matter-of-fact  tone,  for  this 
w^as  to  her  a  business  detail  ;  '  and,  anyway, 
there' d  be  a  clue,  a  very  easy  clue,  to  me.  It 
would  never  have  done  to  let  one  of  the  ser- 
vants in  the  house  be  suspected,  or  all  would 
liave  come  out.  But  Mr.  Eoper  broke  in  with 
jemmies  and  all  that,  like  a  regular  professional 
out- door  burglar,  and  nobody  questioned  the 
servants  almost  .  .  .  least  of  all  me,  I  was 
always  so  respectable.  .  .  .  I'm  teUing  the 
whole    story    now    to    save    that   lady's   life, 
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because  she  saved  mine,  and  because  I'm  dis- 
<^*usted  and  thoroughly  ashamed  of  myself.  [ 
give  myself  in  cliarge  for  all  thes^e  robberies 
by  coming  here  to-day  to  save  her  life — Mr. 
Inspector,  I'm  your  prisoner — and  ])erliaps 
another  time  your  lordship  may  try  me  for 
them,  and  send  me  to  prison,  where  I  know  I 
deserve  to  be/ 

And  she  paused,  all  trembling. 

'  Perhaps,'  his  lordship  muttered  below  his 
breath.     '  Well,  go  on,  witness.' 

*  After  that,'  Miss  Pomeroy  continued, 
glancing  around  the  court  once  more  in  a  cold 
chill  of  remorse  and  self-accusation,  '  I  don't 
deny  I  was  concerned  in  several  other 
burglaries  till  the  spring  of  this  year,  when  I 
took  service  at  last  with  the  Duchess  of 
Powysland.' 

'  Ah,  now  we're  getting  to  it,  then !'  the 
little  judge  put  in,  waking  up  suddenly,  and 
beginning  to  be  attentive. 

'  There  I  stayed  for  six  weeks  or  so,'  Miss 
Pomeroy  continued,  looking  dotvn  at  the  rail, 
'  and  there  I  fell  ill  with  typhoid  fever.'      And 
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then,  in  quick  and  eager  language,  she  went 
on  to  explain  how  Linda  had  nursed  her 
through  her  illness  with  sisterly  care  ;  how 
she  had  treated  her  more  like  an  equal  than  an 
upper  servant ;  how  she  had  done  everything 
for  her  that  the  most  delicate  kindness  or 
thoughtfulness  could  suggest ;  and  how  at  the 
end  she  herself,  the  poor  penitent  associate  of 
thieves  and  burglars,  stricken  down  with 
remorse  and  grateful  for  benefits  received,  had 
felt  she  could  never  more  follow  her  hateful 
trade,  but  must  strive  to  make  amends  for  the 
wrong  she  had  already  contemplated  towards 
her  generous  nurse  and  mistress. 

Td  always  had  penitent  fits  like  that  from 
time  to  time,'  the  girl  went  on  passionately. 
'  I  suppose  it's  my  nature,  and  the  double  life 
r.  always  had  to  lead ;  but  every  now  and 
again  I  jnst  hated  myself  for  helping  them  in 
all  their  robberies.  But  I  was  afraid  to  leave 
them ;  I  was  afraid  even  to  say  I  wouldn't  rob 
the  Duchess.  If  I'd  said  so,  I  believe  that 
brute,  Arthur  Roper,  would  have  murdered 
me  outright.    He'll  murder  me  now,  unless  I'm 
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j>ut  in  prison,  if  he  catches  me  after  this,  for 
turning  Queen's  evidence.' 

*  We'll  take  good  care  about  that/  the  little 
judge  interposed,  smiling  serenely.  'Go  on 
with  your  story,  woman.' 

*  So  I  left  the  Duchess,  as  I  said,  quite 
unex[)cctedly,  just  putting  a  letter  on  her 
dressing-table  to  say  I'd  gone,  a  day  or  two 
before  the  Duke  came  home  from  Norway.  I 
told  Arthur  Roper  I  had  reasons  for  leaving 
— T  never  said  what — and  for  taking  a  place 
just  five  doors  off  in  Onslow  Gardens.  1  can 
prove  all  this,  if  you  like,  by  the  evidence  of 
the  ])eople  in  the  house  I  went  to  —  Mr. 
Nicholas  Mortimer's.  I  wanted  to  be  near,  so 
as  to  look  after  the  Duchess  ;  and  I  meant  to 
prevent  that  man,  Arthur  Roper,  from  com- 
mitting this  burglary,  and  to  give  notice  to 
the  police  as  soon  as  he'd  arranged  a  night  for 
doing  it,  so  that  he  might  be  caught  in  the 
iict,  red-handed.  I  was  sick  and  tired  of  my 
way  of  life,  and  I  wanted  to  do  what  I  could 
to  save  the  Duchess.  J  knew  the  Duke  was 
jealous  of  her,  and  had  quarrelled  with  her  and 
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bated  her ;  and  I  knew  she  was  an  angel,  and 
T  couldn't  bear  to  go  away  from  the  place 
altogether  and  see  no  more  of  her/ 

'  But  how  could  you  see  her  Hve  doors  off?' 
tlie  judge  asked  sceptically. 

'  Why,   that's  just   what   I'm  coming    to,' 
Ebzabeth  Pomeroy  went  on.     '  That's  how  I 
caught  the  Duke  himself  in  the  very   act  of 
giving  himself  the  morphia.' 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE   MYSTERY   SOLVED. 

'  Outside  all  the  houses  in  Onslow  Gardens 
there's  a  continuous  ledge — a  sort  of  platform 
or  terrace.  The  Duchess  knows  it  well.  It's 
formed  by  the  projection  of  the  first  floor 
rooms,  so  that  you  can  step  right  out  on  to  it 
from  the  bedroom  windows.  Well,  I  used  to 
walk  out  on  this  ledge  by  night;  and  as  I 
went  from  Mr.  Mortimer's,  where  I  was  living, 
to  the  Duke's  house,  I  passed  first  the 
Duchess's  boudoir  window,  and  then  the 
windows  of  the  Duke's  bedroom.  I  used  to 
Ic^k  in  sideways  into  both  these  rooms, 
through  two  little  holes  I'd  made  in  the  blinds 
on  purpose  before  I  left — little  holes  you  had 
to  hold  your  eye  close  to  see — and  there  I 
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€Ould  easily  make  out  everything  that  was 
])assing  in  either  of  them. 

'  Through  all  the  Duke's  illness  I  went 
along  the  ledge  a  great  many  times ;  and  at 
last,  on  the  night  the  Duke  died,  I  went 
there,  I  think,  about  half-past  nine ;  but  any- 
how it  was  after  my  lady  had  come  up  from 
dinner — the  Mortimers  dined  at  eight  sharp — 
and  was  sitting  in  the  drawing-room.  I  stole 
along  the  ledge  quietly,  close  under  the  win- 
dow, so  as  not  to  be  observed.  When  I  got 
to  20,  I  noticed,  to  my  surprise,  as  I  passed, 
that  the  Duchesses  boudoir  window  had  the 
blinds  still  up ;  and  the  Duchess  herself  was 
sitting  there  alone,  and  I  was  afraid  she^d  see 
me — of  course  the  blinds  ought  to  have  been 
drawn- — but  she  had  her  head  in  her  hands, 
and  she  didn't  see.  So  I  crept  on  past  her, 
and  looked  in  through  the  tiny  hole  in  the 
blind  Fd  made  next  door  in  the  Duke's 
window. 

'  All  this  time  Arthur  Roper  was  waiting 
below  in  the  garden  for  me  to  give  him  the 
sign  when  the  coast  was  clear;  but  I  didn't 
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mean  to  give  him  the  sign  that  night,  because 
I  hadn^t  communicated  yet  with  the  police  ;  so 
I  only  just  crouched  there  and  watched,  and 
made  signals  to  him  that  it  wouldn't  be  safe  to 
try,  as  the  Duchess  was  in  her  boudoir.  And, 
indeed,  it  wouldn't  have  been.  Then  I  kept  on 
looking  in  at  the  Duke's  windows  for  a  good 
long  time.  I  could  see  everything.  There 
were  two  nurses  there.  Why,  those  are  the 
two — those  women  sitting  in  the  well  of  the 
court,  by  the  box,  only  then  they  were  dressed 
in  nurses'  uniform.  I  saw  them  distinctly. 
By-and-by  I  saw  the  Duke  send  them  out  of 
the  room — first  this  one  with  the  blue  dress, 
and  then  that  one  in  black.  As  soon  as  they 
were  gone,  I  was  very  much  astonished  to  see 
what  happened.  The  Duke  rose  out  of  bed. 
He  was  very  weak  and  ill,  and  he  staggered 
horribly ;  but  he  had  a  fixed  sort  of  look  on 
his  face  as  he  turned  his  eyes  first  this  way, 
then  that — just  so — to  see  if  he  was  observed. 
As  soon  as  he'd  made  sure  he  was  quite  alone, 
he  smiled  a  dreadful,  mad-looking,  inhuman 
sort  of  a  smile — oh,  the  awfiillest  smile  I  ever 
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saw  in  my  life,  though  I've  seen  some  awful 
ones  I — and  got  down  on  all  fours  on  the  floor 
like  a  child,  and  crept  very  cautiously  across 
towards  the  window.' 

By  this  time  the  interest  in  court  was  pro- 
found in  its  intensity.  Linda  leant  forward  in 
breathless  suspense  to  hear  to  what  conclusion 
this  strange  confession  of  her  strange  maid's 
was  leading  them. 

'  The  Duke  crept  on,  crept  on,  crept  on,  till 
he  reached  the  edge  of  the  carpet,  corner-wise, 
at  the  end  next  the  drawing-room,*  the  girl 
continued,  after  a  short  pause,  wiping  her  eyes 
and  forehead.  *  It  was  a  Turkey  carpet,  lying 
loose  on  the  floor,  with  the  edge  untacked ;  and 
the  sides  of  the  room  were  polished.  His 
grace  lifted  up  the  corner,  holding  his  head  on 
one  side,  for  all  the  world  like  a  monkev  for 
cunning;  and  then,  with  something  sharp  he 
held  in  his  hands — a  pair  of  nail-scissors,  I 
fancy — he  egged  up  a  loose  square  in  the 
parqueted  floor,  and  took  out — a  parcel.  The 
square  was  one  of  the  little  black  ones  that  lie 
between  the  light  brown  bits — about  as  long 
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as  that,  and  wide  as  that,  and  diamond-shaped. 
ft  seemed  to  me  as  if  it  came  up  quite  easily. 
The  thing  he  took  out  was  a  blue  paper 
packet.' 

'  A  what  ?'  the  judge  asked  sharply. 

*  A  blue  paper  packet,  my  lord,'  Miss 
Pomeroy  answered,  amid  breathless  silence. 
*  I  saw  the  Duke  open  it.  It  had  inside  it  a 
white  powder.' 

A  shudder  passed  visibly  through  the  court 
as  she  spoke.  Miss  Pomeroy  took  no  notice 
of  it,  but  went  on  excitedly  : 

*  The  Duke  laughed  when  he  looked  at  the 
powder — laughed  low  to  himself  like  a  mad- 
man, and  stared  around  him  once  more.  His 
look  was  ghastly.  Then  he  rose  on  his  feet, 
staggered  across  the  floor,  and  dropped  a  lot 
of  the  powder — more  than  he  meant,  I  think 
— into  a  jug  by  the  bedside.  After  that  he 
paused,  glanced  behind  him  suspiciously,  and 
dropped  a  second  lot  into  the  glass,  and  some 
into  the  medicine  bottle ;  then  he  laughed  once 
more,  and  looked  towards  the  door,  as  if  he 
was  frightened  that  somebody  was  coming.     I 


THE  MYSTERY  SOLVED  225 

think  he  heard  a  noise  outside,  for  he   half 
jumped  towards  the  bed — stronger  than  youM 
have  thought  a  man  like  him  could  have  done 
it,  for  he  seemed  possessed,  somehow.     But 
there  was  nobody  there,  so  he  stood  a  minute 
again,  steadying  himself  with  his  folded  hand 
on  the  table,  and  looked  as  if  he  was  filling  a 
little  glass  thing  he  held  in  his  hand — I  should 
say  a  syringe,  or  something  of  the  sort — out  of 
the  tumbler  by  the  bedside  he'd  dropped  the 
powder  into/ 

The  court  sat  enthralled,  and  listened  awe- 
struck to  her  story. 

'  After  that/  Miss  Pomeroy  continued,  pale, 
with  her  tale,  '  he  paused  again,  and  looked 
around  him  nervously.     I  could  see  big  drops 
were  standing  upon   his   brow.      He  seemed 
horribly  ill.     He  tried  to  walk,  but  couldn't, 
so  he  got  down  on  all  fours  again,  and  crept 
slowly  across  the  floor,  grinning  once  more  to 
himself— oh,   so   horribly  !   so    horribly  !      It 
was   dreadful    to    look    at    him.      I    almost 
screamed   with    fright.      But   I   didn't   think 
then  he  was  doing  any  harm.     I  just  thought 
VOL.    III.  51 
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he  was  mad,  behaving  like  a  lunatic  in  his 
iloliriuni,  and  that  the  nurses  would  soon  be 
back  to  look  after  him. 

*  Well,  he  crawled  over  to  the  cabinet — the 
inlaid  cabinet  by  the  firej)lace  :  your  grace 
must  remember  it — I  beg  your  lordshi[)'s  par- 
don— and  opened  a  drawer.  The  Duchess's 
jewel-case  was  there,  as  I  knew,  unlocked. 
It  was  the  great  Amberley  jewel-case — not 
the  one  where  she  kept  her  every-day  things — 
and  I'd  put  it  there  myself  just  before  1  was 
taken  ill,  to  have  it  handy  in  an  easy  place 
for  Arthur  Roper.  Lifting  the  lid,  the  Duke 
took  out  a  bot  Je  with  a  glass  stopper  that  I'd 
laid  in  there  on  purpose  among  the  jewellery  : 
it  was  a  bottle  marked  ''  Best  French  Violet 
Powder  ;"  but  it  had  a  lot  of  loose  little  things 
stuck  in  among  the  chalk — earrings  with  single 
diamonds  in  them  and  such-like  small  valu- 
ables— that  I'd  put  there  beforehand  so  that 
Arthur  might  carry  them  off  without  much 
difficulty.  The  Duke  emptied  out  the  violet- 
powder  into  the  blue  paper,  diamonds  and  all, 
and  emptied  the  stuff  in  the  blue  paper  into 
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tlie    bottle   of    violet  powder.       He    saw    tlie 
diamonds  as  he  did  it,  and  laughed  low  again. 
That  made  me  feel  sure  he  was  really  mad, 
and  I  was  alarmed  for  the   Duchess  ;  but   \ 
held  my  peace  still,  for  T  knew  the  two  nurs(;s 
wouldn't  be  away  from  him  very  much  longer. 
'  The  next  thing  the  Duke  did  was  to  shut 
the  drawer  firm,  and  crawl  back  furtively  to 
the  corner  where   the   loose  square  was  uj). 
He'd  left  it  lifted  out  :  now  he  put  back  tlie 
blue  paper,  with  the  diamonds  and  things  in- 
side, and  jammed  down  tlie  square  with  all  his 
might  and  main  on  top  of  them.     As  he  did 
so,    I    think    he   heard  a  noise  outside.     He 
started,  stared  around,  clapped  his  hands  to 
his  ears,  pulled  back  the  corner  of  the  carpet 
in  a  very  great  hurry,  and    ran  for  the  bed 
almost  as  if  nothing  at  all  was  the  matter  with 
him.     But  he  was  shivering  all  over,  I  could 
see,  and  frightfully  exhausted.     The  exertion 
had  killed  hira.     He  jumped  into  bed  like  mad, 
pulled  the  clothes  all  up  over  him,  lay  stiff  and 
stark,  and  let  his  head   fall  back   upon    the 
pillow  with  his  eyes  shut  so  that  I  thought  he 
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was  dying.  I  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer. 
I  jumped  away  from  the  window  and  crawled 
back  all  on  the  shudder,  meaning  to  go  to  the 
boudoir  next  door  and  call  the  Duchess. 

'  When  I  got  to  the  boudoir,  the  Duchess 
was  walking  up  and  down,  listening,  and 
wringing  her  hands  ;  and  my  heart  failed  me : 
I  was  afraid  to  call  to  her.  She  turned,  and 
for  a  moment  I  thought  she  saw  me.  But  she 
didn't,  I  believe ;  for  she  started  and  looked 
away.  I  crouched  back  towards  the  Duke's 
window,  and  was  going  to  peep  in  to  see  more, 
when  suddenly  I  heard  Arthur  Roper  below 
whistle  twice  to  me.  That  meant  danger.  I 
was  frightened  at  the  whistling,  and  looked 
round  at  once.  He  was  beckoning  me  to  come 
down.  I  crawled  back  to  my  own  house — the 
Mortimers',  I  mean — ran  downstairs  quickly, 
and  met  him  at  the  door,  not  knowing  what 
was  the  matter.  He  had  a  hansom  there 
waiting.  "  Jump  in,  Bess  !"  he  said.  "  Jumj) 
in,  right  away.  If  you  don't,  we're  lagged  ! 
There's  detectives  in  the  Gardens."  I  jumped 
in  at  once,  feeling  very  ill  and  weak  with  ex- 
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posure  to  the  cold,  being  convalescent  still,  and 
dro^e  off  with  him  at  once  without  any  more 
questions.  He  took  me  home  where  we  usually 
stay  ;  and  I  found  I  had  a  relapse.  The  fever 
was  upon  me  in  full  force  again,  and  I  went  to 
bed  that  minute,  wandering  in  m}'  mind,  and 
pulled  down  with  the  typhoid.  I  was  too  ill 
for  a  week  to  do  anything  but  lie  still  and  for- 
get myself  and  everybody  else.  It  wasn't  till 
the  end  of  a  week  I  could  sit  up  in  my  bed  and 
read  a  paper  ;  and  then  I  found  out  what  had 
been  happening  meanwhile  to  the  poor  dear 
Duchess. 

*  The  moment  I  read  what  the  papers  had  to 
say,  I  saw  it  all  at  once  :  that  the  powder  in 
the  blue  paper  was  morphia;  and  that  the 
Duke  had  poisoned  himself,  and  out  of  mad 
spite  wanted  to  put  it  all  off  upon  the  innocent 
Duchess. 

' "  Arthur,"  I  said,  "  I  must  get  up  this 
minute  and  go  into  court,  and  tell  the  whole 
truth  of  what  Fve  seen  to  the  jury." 

' "  Are  you  mad,  Bess,"  says  he,  ''  that  you 
want  to  expose  us  and  get  us  both  into  prison  ? 
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Leave  it  alone,  I  say,  and  it'll  all  come  straight. 
They're  sure  to  discover  it."  ' 

And  then  the  poor  woman  went  on  to  de- 
scribe in  vivid  terms  her  fierce  long  struggle  to 
get  free,  and  the  close  watch  kept  ui)on  her  ; 
she  told  how  at  last,  in  despair,  she  had  feigned 
to  be  far  more  ill  than  she  really  was,  and  so 
had  got  the  watch  upon  her  relaxed  a  little  ; 
how,  in  an  unguarded  moment,  she  had  seized 
the  02)portunity,  slipped  on  a  few  clothes,  rushed 
out  into  the  street,  and  run  towards  the  court, 
not  knowing  whether  the  Duchess  had  been 
tried  yet  or  not ;  how  the  man  Roper,  return- 
ing, had  missed  her  from  her  bed,  and  pursued 
her  almost  to  the  very  doors  of  the  court  ;  and 
how  she  had  arrived  there,  at  last,  breathless, 
ill,  and  feeble,  but  resolved  to  tell  the  whole 
truth,  as  far  as  in  her  lay,  and  save  the  life 
of  an  innocent  woman  who  had  helped  and 
friended  her. 

*  So  here  I  am,'  she  cried,  '  and  I've  saved 
her  !     I've  saved  her !' 

At  the  close  of  her  strange  story,  all  told 
with  that  simple  earnestness  and  directness  of 
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wordinf]^  which  is  the  best  guarantee  of  good 
faith,  not  a  soul  in  the  court  doubted  for  one 
moment  lier  startling  evidence.  Even  the  blind 
old  judge  himself  gazed  at  her  somewhat  com- 
passionately, as  the  counsel  for  the  Crown  re- 
marked with  slow  precision,  '  There  is  one 
obvious  means  of  testing  the  truth  of  this 
witness's  story,  my  lord.  She  says  the  Duke 
replaced  the  blue  paper  under  the  loose  square 
of  the  floor,  from  which  he  took  the  supposed 
morphia-powder. ' 

'  He  did,  my  lord  !*  the  girl  cried,  turning 
full  upon  him  from  counsel.  *  If  your  lordship 
likes,  I  can  go  with  a  policeman  and  point  out 
the  very  place  on  the  floor,  where  it  is,  to  him/ 

*  Has  a  watch  been  kept  upon  the  room  ?' 
the  judge  asked,  somewhat  coldly,  turning  to 
the  inspector  in  charge  of  the  case. 

*  Yes,  my  lord,  day  and  night  ever  since  the 
moment  of  his  grace's  death.  Nothing  could 
have  been  secreted  or  altered  there  without  our 
knowledge.' 

The  judge  looked  at  his  watch,  and  conferred 
with  counsel  for  the  Crown. 
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'  '  It's  rather  late,'  he  mumbled  testily ;  '  but 
I  suppose  all  parties  concerned  would  prefer 
that  this  case  should  be  completed  to-night, 
without  further  adjournment.  Are  you  will- 
ing, Mr.  Harrison,  I  should  send  round  two 
policemen  by  cab,  at  once,  to  search  the  spot 
indicated  ?' 

'  By  all  means,  if  your  lordship  thinks  fit,' 
Douglas  answered  with  pleasure. 

'  Shall  I  go  with  them,  my  lord  ?'  Miss 
Pomeroy  asked  in  an  eager  tone. 

*  Certainly  not,'  the  judge  responded  dryly. 
^  We  will  detain  you  here,  witness,  for  the 
present,  till  we've  ascertained  the  truth  of  your 
story.' 

There  was  a  bustle  once  more.  The  Crown 
would  defer  Elizabeth  Pomeroy's  cross-ex- 
amination till  the  police  reported  on  the  state  of 
the  room. 

Linda  leaned  back  in  her  chair  wearily. 
The  suspense  of  the  trial  was  almost  over  now, 
and  already  she  felt  her  character  vindicated. 
But  Bertie — the  Bertie  she  knew  and  almost 
loved — was  gone  for  ever.     In  his  place,  an 
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unspeakable  something  liad  burst  in  upon  liei* 
life.  An  awful  presence  haunted  her.  She 
understood  at  last  why  that  smile  of  recogni- 
tion with  which  he  greeted  her,  as  she  entered 
the  room  after  his  final  dose  of  morphia, 
had  inexpressibly  chilled  and  frozen  the  very 
marrow  in  her  bones.  He  had  smiled  to  think 
he  was  successful  in  his  devilish  plot  to  murder 

her ! 

But  as  the  policemen  left  the  court,  on  their 
errand  of  search,  Mr.  Mitchell  Hanbury  leaned 
across  from  his  seat,  and  whispered  once  more 
in  Douglas's  ear,  '  Very  well  planned — very 
well  planned  indeed  !  You  couldn't  have 
brought  in  your  best  witness  for  the  defence 
more  effectively  or  with  more  dramatic  sur- 
roundings !' 


CHAPTER  L. 

GUILTY   OR   NOT    GUILTY? 

As  tlie  court  waited,  somewhat  listlessly,  for 
the  policemen's  return,  one  of  the  nurses  came 
up  and  spoke  a  few  words  under  her  breath  to 
Douglas,  who  presently  turned  to  the  judge, 
and  asked  in  a  respectful  tone,  '  May  I  put  a 
few  more  questions  to  this  witness,  my  lord, 
bearing  upon  the  facts  just  detailed  to  us  by 
Elizabeth  Pomeroy  ?' 

'  You  may,'  the  judge  answered  grumpily. 
'  She's  been  sworn  already,  so  no  need  to  re- 
swear her.     Get  into  the  box,  witness.' 

The  nurse  stood  up  in  the  box  once  more, 
and  Douglas  proceeded  to  question  her  on  the 
communication  she  had  just  made  to  him. 
The  woman  had  three  things  to  say  :  first, 
that  the  window  giving   on   the   terrace  was 
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fastened  from  inside,  both  before  and  after 
her  short  absence  from  the  room,  so  that 
Elizabeth  Pomeroy  could  not  then  have  got 
in  from  outside  to  secrete  the  paper  ;  Seconal, 
that  a  man  was  on  guard  on  the  landing,  so 
that  she  could  not  have  come  in  by  the  street- 
door;  and  third,  that  the  police  took  possession 
of  the  room  before  she  and  her  companion  left 
it  that  evening.  So  that  if  anything  of  im- 
portance should  be  found  in  the  Duke's  room, 
it  must  certainly  have  been  placed  there  at 
or  before  the  time  suggested  by  Elizabeth 
Pomeroy' s  story. 

The  Crown  having  refused  to  cross-examine 
Miss  Pomeroy  till  the  police  returned,  the 
court  waited  on,  after  this,  in  ratlier  sub- 
dued silence.  In  an  incredibly  short  time, 
however,  the  two  men  came  back,  bringing 
with  them  into  court,  amid  profound  sensation 
— a  concealed  something.  The  senior  2)olice- 
man,  with  practised  familiarity,  went  into  the 
box  at  once  and  was  soon  sworn.  He  exhibited 
the  object  he  had  found  to  the  court.  The 
judge  examined  it  curiously,  and  then  ])assed 
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it  on  without  one  word  to  the  attentive  jury. 
It  was  a  large  piece  of  coarse  blue  paper,  doubly 
and  trebly  folded,  and  with  a  label  outside. 
Within  was  a  quantity  of  fine  white  powder, 
and  a  number  of  small  objects  in  pearls  and 
diamonds. 

'What  is  written  on  the  packet,  my  lord?' 
Douglas  inquired  anxiously. 

The  judge  examined  the  words  closely. 
'  They're  in  some  foreign  language,'  he  an- 
swered, with  judicial  vagueness  —  *  possibly 
Norse  ;  but  I'm  no  Scandinavian  scholar.  The 
lower  w^ords  are  presumably  a  proper  name, 
followed  by  a  legend,  which  may  mean 
"  Chemist,  Christiania."  However,  the  inter- 
preter's in  court;  he  will  examine  the  paper, 
after  the  jury  have  seen  it,  and  translate  the 
words  for  us.' 

The  interpreter  stepped  up,  with  brisk 
readiness,  and  looked  at  the  paper  curiously. 

*  The  words  mean,'  he  said,  ''  Tlie  Powder 
as  before.  Poison.  Ole  Svendssen,  Chemist 
and  Druggist  to  the  King,  Upper  Palace 
Street,  Christiania." 
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*  Will  mv  learned  brother  cross-examine  the 
witness  Elizabeth  Pomeroy  now?'  the  judge 
said,  turning  serenely  to  the  senior  counsel  for 
the  Crown. 

Senior  counsel  for  the  Crown  smiled  a  smile 
of  conscious  self-denial.  *  No,  thank  you,  my 
lord,'  he  said.  *  We  will  leave  the  case  as  it 
stands,  to  the  jury.  Elizabeth  Pomeroy's 
statement  may  be  taken  for  what  it  is  worth  — 
backed  by  this  confirmation,  such  as  it  is.  We 
don't  desire  to  comment  upon  it  further  than 
to  point  cut  the  very  singular  nature  of  the 
witness's  pursuits,  and  the  consequent  im- 
probability that  her  testimony  can  possess  any 
great  or  really  conclusive  value.  ^ 

*  You  don't  wish  to  address  the  jury  again, 
Mr.  .  .  .  ah  .  .  .  Harrison?'  the  little  judge 
said,  more  cordially. 

'  No,  thank  you,  my  lord,'  Douglas  answered 
with  a  confident  smile;  '  like  the  learned  At- 
torney-General, T  hope  to  leave  myself  in  the 
hands  of  the  jury.' 

The  little  judge  leaned  forward,  and  looked 
very  wise.     '  The  evidence  just  tendered  in  so 
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irregular  a  way,'  he  observed  oracularly,  *  has 
left  mo  little  or  nothing  to  add  to  the  summing- 
up  I  have  already  addressed  to  you,  gentlemen. 
If  you  now  believe  the  witness  Elizabeth 
Pomeroy,  whose  story  has  certainly  been  con- 
firmed in  one  remarkable  particular  by  the 
police,  you  will  add  the  weight  of  her  evidence, 
be  it  more  or  less,  to  the  general  weight  of 
that  which  I  have  previously  detailed  to 
you.  If,  on  the  contrary,  you  think,  with 
the  learned  Attorney-General,  her  testimony 
is  tainted  by  her  own  frank  admission  of  a  life 
of  deceit  and  hardened  vice,  then  you  will 
weigh  it  well,  and  allow  it  such  importance  as 
in  your  opinion  may  properly  attach  to  it. 
But  I  may  tell  you,  gentlemen' — and  the 
blind  old  judge  braced  himself  up  for  a  sin- 
gularly free  expression  of  judicial  opinion — '  I 
may  tell  you  that  the  peculiar  circumstances 
under  which  this  woman's  evidence  has  been 
given,  and  her  apparently  straightforward 
desire  to  save  what  she  seems  to  regard  as  an 
innocent  life,  entitle  her  testimony  in  this  case, 
in   my  judgment,  to  far  more   consideration 
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than  might  under  other  conditions  be  reason- 
ably claimed  for  it.  In  short,  I  venture  to 
direct  you  that  the  woman's  evidence  may 
fairly  be  accepted  as,  in  a  certain  degree,  not 
wholly  unworthy  of  some  little  credence.' 

The  jury  looked  wise,  in  their  turn,  and 
conferred  together,  in  an  undertone,  for  half  a 
second. 

'  Perhaps  you  wish  to  retire  again  ?'  the 
little  judge  asked,  peering  at  them  ferret- 
like. 

*Xo,  no,  my  lord,'  the  foreman  answered, 
Avith  some  decision.  '  We  are  agreed  upon 
our  verdict.  The  evidence  just  brought  for- 
ward has  contained  nothing  of  any  sort  that 
could  induce  us  to  alter  our  opinion.' 

'  Very  well,'  the  little  judge  responded, 
leaning  back  on  the  bench  with  a  self-satisfied 
air.  '  We  will  resume  at  the  point  where 
this  very  irregularly -tendered  evidence  for  a 
time  interrupted  us.' 

There  was  dead  silence,  as  before.  Once 
more  the  clerk  of  arraigns  spoke  out  the 
solemn   words :  '  Gentlemen   of  the  jury,   do 
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you  find  the  prisoner  at  the  bar,  Linda, 
Duchess  of  Powysland,  guilty  or  not  guilty  of 
wilful  murder  ?' 

The  foreman  of  the  jury,  clearing  his  throat 
a  second  time,  read  out  again  from  the  scrap 
of  paper  he  held  in  his  hands :  '  We  find  her 
not  guilty  ;  and  we  desire,  further,  to  express 
our  unanimous  belief  that  Adalbert  Owen 
Trefaldwyn,  Duke  of  Powysland,  contrary  to 
the  opinion  of  the  coroner's  jury,  died  by  his 
own  hand,  having  wilfully  and  deliberately 
administered  to  himself  an  over-dose  ot 
morphia.' 

The  foreman  paused  for  a  second.  Then  he 
added,  somewhat  less  formally :  *  That,  my 
lord,  was  the  verdict  we  had  agreed  upon, 
without  one  dissentient  voice,  before  we  heard 
Elizabeth  Pomeroy's  evidence ;  and  Elizabeth 
Pomeroy's  evidence,  I  ^  need  hardly  say,  has 
only  confirmed  us  in  it.' 

'  This  is  very  irregular,'  the  little  judge 
mumbled,  half  to  himself ;  '  very  irregular 
indeed — extremely  irregular.  The  jury  im- 
panelled  to   try  the   accused  on   the   capital 
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charge  is  taking  upon  itself  the  functions  of  a 
coroner's  inquest.  But  under  the  circum- 
stances I  suppose  it  can't  be  helped.  And  all 
I  have  to  say  myself  on  the  matter  is — that  I 
entirely  coincide  in  all  your  findings.' 

In  the  dock  Linda  still  stood  half  fainting, 
and  worn  out  with  fatigue.  The  little  judge 
looked  at  her  hard  through  those  inscrutable 
spectacles.  Then  he  woke  up  suddenly  to  an 
almost  human  mood.  '  Your  o^race  is  dis- 
charged,'  he  said,  beaming  upon  her  with  his 
small  ferret-eyes,  *  and  all  that  now  remains 
for  me,  madam,  is  to  congratulate  you  most 
heartily  upon  the  complete  vindication  of  your 
character  from  every  charge,  direct  or  indirect, 
brought  against  you  by  the  Crown  in  this 
unhappy  matter,  I  thoroughly  concur  in  the 
finding  of  the  jury.'  He  paused  for  a  second, 
and  looked  hard  at  her  again.  *  Linda, 
Duchess  of  Powysland,'  he  said  once  more, 
*you  leave  this  court,  as  you  entered  it,  a 
stainless  lady.  Your  counsel  and  his  wit- 
nesses have  made  it  abundantly  clear  to  every 
thinking  mind  that  every  count  in  the  indict- 
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ment   preferred   against   you   is    utterly    un- 
founded.' 

Linda  had  just  strength  enough  to  say, 
^  Thank  you,  my  lord,  thank  you  !'  and  then 
she  fell  back  upon  a  chair  half  senseless.  She 
was  dimly  aware  of  a  great  crowd  of  friends 
pressing  anxiously  round  her,  and  grasping 
her  hand,  and  of  Cecil's  strong  arm  supporting 
her  from  behind  with  brotherly  affection. 
Then  her  eyes  closed  for  a  minute  or  two,  and 
she  knew  no  more.  When  they  opened  again, 
there  were  two  people  alone  she  looked  for 
eagerly  in  that  stilled  but  attentive  crowd. 
The  first  was  Douglas  Harrison ;  the  second 
■was  Elizabeth  Pomeroy. 

Douglas  came  forward  with  modest  pride, 
and  grasped  her  hand  frankly.  She  took  both 
Lis  in  hers,  and  held  them  there  long  with 
friendly  warmth.  '  I  owe  you  more  than  my 
life,'  she  said,  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  '  How 
can  I  ever  thank  you  ?' 

Then  she  looked  round,  not  less  eagerly,  for 
Elizabeth  Pomeroy.  The  poor  girl  was  seated 
hard  by,  broken  down  with  shame,  now  the 


GUILTY  OR  NOT  GUILTY?  243 

excitement  and  interest  of  tlie  trial  were  over, 
with  a  policeman  by  her  side,  who  was 
obviously  guarding  her. 

*  You — you're  not  going  to  use  her  admis- 
sions of  guilt  against  herself,  surely  !'  Linda 
cried  out,  horrified;  for,  in  spite  of  all,  she 
still  liked  and  befriended  the  maid  who  had  so 
silently  sympathized  with  her  in  her  great 
trouble. 

'  Oh,  don't  you  fear,  your  grace,'  the  man 
answered  respectfully,  saluting  as  he  spoke  ; 
*  she'll  come  to  no  harm.  We'll  take  care  of 
that.  We  won't  waste  her  in  prison.  She'll 
be  much  too  useful  to  us.' 

And  so,  in  a  dim,  vague  way,  hardly 
knowing  what  took  place,  Linda  felt  herself 
hurried  by  Cecil  to  the  door,  and  almost 
carried  to  a  landau  that  was  in  waiting 
outside ;  while  the  crowd  in  the  street,  surging 
violently  forward,  set  up  a  great  cry  of 
'  Hooray  !  hooray  !'  that  was  echoed  far  and 
near,  in  a  deafening  roar;  and  then  Linda 
knew  the  mob  was  cheering  her. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

LINDA     IN     EXILE. 

On  the  rare  occasions  when  the  English 
people  change  their  minds,  and  make  stepping- 
stones  of  their  own  dead  selves,  they  do  cer- 
tainly dance  upon  them  to  some  tune.  So 
Linda  found,  to  her  vast  satisfaction,  as  soon 
as  the  great  trial  was  fairly  over.  The  revul- 
sion of  public  feeling  was  intense,  and,  not  to 
put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  perhaps  just  a 
trifle  irrational  as  well.  No  sooner  was  it 
found  out  that  the  Duchess  hadn't  murdered 
her  husband  after  all,  than  she  was  elevated 
forthwith  into  a  popular  heroine  of  the  first 
order.  Nobody  would  hear  a  word  of  any 
sort  against  her  character  generally.  Not 
only  were  people  convinced  that  she  hadn't 
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given  the  Duke  morphia,  but  they  were  also 
convinced  that  her  relations  with  Basil 
Maclaine  were,  and  must  always  have  been, 
perfectly  innocent.  In  this,  of  course,  they 
happened  to  be  right ;  but  the  proof  they  had 
of  it  was  perhaps  a  trifle  insufficient  for  the 
purpose.  To  believe  in  a  woman's  spotless 
integrity  merely  because  she  hasn't  murdered 
her  husband  may  be  regarded  by  a  severely 
logical  critic  as  not  quite  reasonable. 

How^ever,  the  British  public,  when  it  leaves 
one  extreme,  usually  rushes  headlong  down  a 
steep  place  into  another.  The  clubs,  which 
three  weeks  before  had  so  freely  indulged  in 
covert  sneers  at  Linda's  expense,  now  veered 
round  entirely,  and  were  convinced  '  down  to 
the  ground  '  that  that  fellow  Powysland  was 
*  a  very  bad  egg,^  and  that  his  conduct  to  that 
poor  girl  he  married  for  her  money  was  '  simply 
and  solely  nothing  short  of  abominable.' 
Everybody  now  accepted  Douglas  Harrison's 
view,  that  the  Duke,  driven  to  desperation  by 
his  gambling  losses,  had  deliberately  poisoned 
himself ;  and  that,  having  once  made  up  his 
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mind  so  to  conduct  his  exit  from  life  in  the 
fine  old  ancestral  Montgomery  fashion,  he  had 
further  been  impelled  by  a  mad  impulse  of 
jealousy  to  throw  suspicion  on  his  wife  as  a 
means  of  revenge  for  her  supposed  relations 
with  Basil  Maclaine.  So,  an  hour  after  the 
trial  was  over,  the  news-boys  in  the  Strand 
were  shouting  merrily,  '  Speshul  edishun ! 
The  Duchess  acquitted !  'Ere  y'are !  Eveimi 
Standard !  The  defence  of  the  Duchess !' 
And  the  public,  which  a  week  before  had  been 
all  the  other  way,  stood  in  the  streets,  with 
tears  of  joy  running  down  its  collective 
cheeks,  as  it  read  the  news  of  the  lady's 
safety. 

Logically  speaking,  of  course,  disproof  of 
the  allegation,  that  Linda  had  administered  the 
poison  by  no  means  implied  disproof  of  the 
allegation  of  an  intrigue  between  herself  and 
Maclaine  as  the  motive  for  the  Duke's  extra- 
ordinary attitude.  But  the  English  people, 
having  once  made  up  its  mind  to  acquit 
Linda  upon  the  capital  charge,  was  so  much 
revolted  by  the   Duke's   hideous   attempt  to 
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bring  home  to  his  wife  a  false  accusation  of 
murder,  that  it  jumped  at  once  to  the  happv 
conclusion — '  He  must  have  been  mad  even  to 
think  she  could  be  guilty.'  Basil  Maclaine's 
own  bearing  in  the  box  contributed  not  a 
little  to  this  fortunate  result  ;  while  Linda 
herself,  by  calmly  taking  it  for  granted,  in  lier 
own  quiet  way,  that  her  acquittal  must  still 
every  whisper  of  gossip  that  wagged  its  tongue 
against  her,  disarmed  even  the  old  maids  of 
five  o'clock  tea  through  her  resolute  demeanour 
of  perfect  innocence. 

Naturally,  however,  the  events  of  the  last 
few  weeks  had  shaken  her  nerves  a  good  deal. 
You  can't  go  through  the  ordeal  of  a  trial  for 
murder  without  feeling  at  the  end  a  great  deal 
the  older  for  it.  As  soon  as  all  was  over, 
therefore,  Linda  went  away  with  Cecil  to  the 
Continent,  where  they  rested  for  awhile,  under 
an  assumed  name,  to  avoid  curiosity,  in  a 
remote  and  unvisited  little  Swiss  villao^e. 
Before  leaving  England,  however,  she  had 
assured  herself  that  Elizabeth  Pomeroy  would 
not  suffer  for  her  brave  and  timely  disclosures. 
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Further  search  had  indeed  confirmed  Miss 
Pomeroy's  account  in  every  particular  ;  and 
the  poor  girl  had  formed  so  deep  a  hatred 
of  Arthur  Roper  for  his  attempt  to  confine  her 
to  her  room  during  the  course  of  the  trial,  that 
she  had  no  hesitation  now  in  giving  evidence 
against  him  on  various  charges  of  burglary? 
which  resulted  in  that  enterprising  gentleman 
being  ultimately  removed  for  fourteen  years 
from  the  exercise  of  the  profession  he  adorned 
as  head,  to  what  he  himself  euphemistically 
described  as  'a  position  under  Government'; 
while  two  or  three  of  his  less  distinguished 
associates  were  similarly  sequestered  from 
their  habitual  pursuits  by  the  strong  hand  of 
the  law  for  just  half  that  period. 

Linda  had  wished  Miss  Pomeroy  to  leave 
England  for  good,  after  the  police  had  done 
with  her,  and  to  begin  a  new  life  under  fresh 
auspices  in  Canada ;  but  Miss  Pomeroy  her- 
self, her  better  nature  now  getting  the  upper 
hand  altogether,  wrote  such  a  piteous  letter 
praying  for  leave  to  remain  always  in  Linda's 
service,   '  because  she  loved  her,'  that  Linda 
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couldn't  find  it  in  her  heart  to  refuse  the  poor 
penitent  creature. 

'  Now  that  I'm  safe  from  that  wretched  man's 
clutches,'  Miss  Pomeroy  wrote  with  all  her 
usual  frankness,  '  I  think,  if  I  had  you  always 
at  my  side,  dear  Duchess,  I  could  manage 
to  keep  quite  straight  in  future.  It  was  all 
for  him  I  lived  that  horrible,  unnatural,  wicked 
double  life  of  mine.  He  caught  me  when  I 
was  an  innocent  girl  of  seventeen,  moulded  me 
as  he  would,  and  trained  me  to  his  hand  to 
work  evil  as  he  ordered  me.  Now  that  I've 
freed  myself  from  him  at  last,  I  hate  myself 
for  having  ever  yielded  to  him ;  but  I  need 
support  and  help,  and  you  can  give  it  me. 
If  you  will  take  me  back  as  your  maid,  on 
what  terms  you  will,  you  will  never  have 
cause  to  reproach  me  with  ingratitude.' 

And  Linda,  convinced  the  girl  was  right, 
wrote  back  to  her  at  once  to  join  them  forth- 
with by  the  very  first  train  in  their  little 
Swiss  village.  From  that  day  forth,  Elizabeth 
Pomeroy  was  the  Duchess's  devoted  slave, 
and   Linda   could   only   feel   sorry  at   times 
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that  SO  clever  and  sensitive  a  woman  as  that 
should  be  wasting  her  years  in  dressing  back 
hair,  and  arranging  folds  in  an  evening  robe 
for  one  of  her  even  Christians. 

On  London  flags,  meanwhile,  Basil  Maclaine, 
on  the  strength  of  the  prominent  part  he  had 
played  for  a  week  or  two  in  the  great  Society 
scandal,  found  himself  at  once  a  nine  days' 
wonder.  People  would  have  preferred,  of 
course,  to  catch  the  Duchess  herself,  if  they 
could,  for  their  *  at  homes,'  and  their  garden- 
parties  and  their  '  little  musics ;'  but  failing  the 
Duchess,  retired  to  the  Continent  to  recruit 
incog.,  the  next  best  thing  Society  could  do 
for  itself  was  to  catch  the  man  who  had  been 
unjustly  suspected  of  conspiring  to  murder 
her  husband  the  Duke  with  her.  Basil  had 
suffered  a  good  deal  of  mental  torture  during 
those  weeks  of  suspense;  but  it  was  almost 
worth  the  suffering,  he  felt,  to  be  thus 
popularly  coupled  in  thought  and  speech  by 
all  the  world  with  their  graces  of  Powysland. 
Moreover,  it  had  gradually  oozed  out — not, 
indeed,  at  the  trial,  but  privately  afterward — 
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that  that  poor  Mr.  Maclaine,  '  who  was  so 
shamefully  suspected  by  the  dreadful  Duke, 
don't  you  know,  had  really  once  been  very 
much  in  love  indeed  with  the  Duchess,  before 
the  Duke  met  her,  or,  at  least,  the  Duchess 
with  him — it's  all  the  same  thing,  you  know 
— but  they  wouldn't  marry,  my  dear,  for 
family  reasons  ;'  and  it  was  even  whispered 
about  in  the  highest  circles  that,  as  soon  as 
the  customary  year  of  mourning  was  over, 
the  poor  dear  Duchess  would  please  herself 
at  last,  and  bestow  her  hand  and  her  American 
thousands  upon  the  man  she  had  first  chosen 
in  the  heyday  of  her  yet  ungilded  beauty. 

This  rumour  was  so  rife  indeed,  at  a 
certain  club,  usually  well  informed,  that  Basil 
almost  began  to  give  himself  airs  on  the 
strength  of  his  prospects,  and  discounted  his 
future  social  grandeur  by  accepting  the 
ent7'ee  to  a  great  many  of  the  best  houses 
as  the  future  husband  of  a  dowager  Duchess. 

Things  were  going  better,  too,  far  better 
than  of  old,  with  Douglas  Harrison.  When 
that  most  briefless  of  barristers  threw  him- 
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self  heart  and  soul  into  Linda's  case,  it  was 
certainly  Avith  no  idea  of  personal  or  pro- 
fessional advancement  that  he  worked  for  his 
client's  acquittal;  he  undertook  her  defence 
wholly  and  solely  as  a  labour  of  love,  and 
as  a  duty  he  owed  to  an  innocent  woman,  of 
who!?e  innocence  he  had  a  most  profound 
and  unalterable  conviction.  But  none  the 
less,  the  case  incidentally  made  his  fortune. 

All    the    world    knew    that   Mr.    Douglas 
Harrison,   of    the    Inner    Temple,  had    con- 
structed   and    carried    through    a    most    in- 
genious   defence    of    a    seemingly    hopeless 
and  hapless  prisoner,  as  well  as  that  he  had 
anticipated    in    a   most   w^onderful    way   the 
result  of  the  evidence  unexpectedly  tendered 
at  the  last  moment  by  Elizabeth   Pomeroy. 
All  the   world  knew,  too,   that  he  had  suc- 
ceeded in  fully  convincing  the  jury,  against 
all    previous    conceptions,    before    Elizabeth 
Pomeroy  came  upon  the  scene  at  all,  as  to 
his  client's  innocence.     On  the  one  hand,  his 
own  address   and    the   testimony   he  had    so 
ingeniously  gathered  together  in   support  of 
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his  theory,  must  have  produced  their  due 
effect,  even  had  Elizabeth  Pomeroy's  dramatic 
appearance  never  taken  place ;  and  on  the 
other  hand,  that  witness's  evidence,  when  she 
actually  arrived,  showed  with  what  surprising 
acuteness  and  forensic  skill  he  had  built  up, 
unaided,  his  psychological  reconstruction  of 
the  dead  Duke's  sentiments,  motives,  and 
actions.  The  whole  Bar  admitted  it  to  be 
a  remarkable  success ;  and  Douglas  Harrison's 
name  filled  a  large  place  in  everybody's  mouth 
for  weeks  to  come  as  the  rising'  barrister. 

Briefs  poured  in  upon  him  without  delay, 
of  course.  All  the  circumstances  of  the 
great  trial  had  naturally  given  his  advocacy 
.  lusual  prominence.  Merely  to  have  defended 
a  Duchess  on  a  capital  charge  was  in  itself 
alone  already  much — enough,  perhaps,  to 
secure  any  man  a  high  legal  reputation  ;  to 
have  successfully  defended  her  in  a  difficult 
case  which  had  been  practically  given  up  for 
lost  by  the  ablest  men  in  the  legal  profession 
was,  of  course,  a  triumph  of  the  very  first 
order.     Douglas  took  his  triumph  modestly, 


254  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND 

however,  as  he  took  whatever  else  fell  to 
his  lot  ;  and  having  a  decided  talent  for  his 
profession,  now  that  the  door  was  at  last 
opened  to  him,  he  found  money  flow  in  upon 
him  with  that  astonishing  rapidity  only  known 
in  the  case  of  a  new  barrister  who  has  sud- 
denly made  a  great  reputation  hy  his  conduct 
of  a  single  important  trial. 

Time  passed,  and  Linda  remained  abroad 
for  six  months,  at  first  in  Switzerland,  but 
afterwards,  with  a  gradual  return  to  society, 
in  Venice,  Florence,  and  along  the  Riviera. 
She  didn't  feel  bound  to  express  or  to  feign 
a  regret ;  she  didn't  now  really  in  any  way 
feel  for  the  loss  of  her  husband.  The  man 
had  shown  her  too  clearly  the  w^hole  selfish 
wickedness  of  his  inner  nature  in  that  last 
vile  act  of  his  ill  spent  life  to  leave  even  the 
shadow  of  such  a  feeling  possible  to  her. 
And  Linda,  happily,  w^as  not  the  sort  of 
person  to  be  crushed  to  the  ground,  even  by 
so  terrible  and  unexpected  a  shock  as  that 
which  the  final  disclosure  cost  her.  On  the 
contrary,  she   determined   bravely  to   return 
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to  her  usual  mode  of  life  as  early  as  was 
seemly ;  and  she  had  no  hesitation,  therefore, 
at  the,  end  of  six  months,  in  presenting  her- 
self once  more  in  a  very  quiet  way  before  the 
busy,  eventful  w^orld  of  London. 

The  day  before  she  was  to  return  to  town, 
Basil  Maclaine  sat  in  his  easy-chair  by  the 
fire  at  Clandon  Street,  cigarette  in  hand, 
and  pince-nez  in  place,  discussing  the  fortunes 
of  the  future  with  Douglas  Harrison  ;  for 
through  all  changes  of  chance,  they  two 
still  remained  fellow-lodgers  as  of  yore,  in 
their  familiar  chambers. 

'  I  shan't  put  it  off,  you  know,  Harrison,* 
the  frequenter  of  the  Best  Society  was  com- 
placently observing.  *  I  shan't  put  it  off  one 
day  longer.  I  don't  see  w^hy  one  should, 
indeed,  under  these  peculiar  circumstances.  I 
haven't  written  to  Linda  all  the  time  she's 
been  away  ' — Basil  always  sj)oke  of  her  grace 
as  plain  Linda  now,  even  to  casual  acquaint- 
ances :  it  was  part  of  the  discount  system — 
'  except,  of  course,  in  the  most  purely  formal 
and  friendly  manner,  to  congratulate  her  upon 
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her  triumphant  emergence  from  all  the  charges 
preferred  against  her,  and  to  tell  her  how 
pleased  and  gratified  I've  felt  from  time  to 
time  to  hear  her  health  was  gradually  getting 
restored  to  the  normal.  But  there's  a  limit 
in  all  things — a  limit  in  all  things.  I  don't 
think  delicacy  demands  I  should  wait  any 
longer.  If  affairs  had  turned  out  differently, 
to  be  sure — if  Powysland  had  died  in  the 
ordinary  course  of  events,  for  example,  and 
Linda  had  been  left  a  sorrowing  widow  :  deep 
weeds,  the  de^ir  departed,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing — the  classical  business — why,  I  wouldn't 
have  thought  of  approaching  her  on  the  sub- 
ject, of  course,  before  the  usual  period  of  a 
decent  twelvemonth.  But  in  this  case,  you 
see,  things  are  so  entirely  exceptional.  Powys- 
land put  himself  altogether  out  of  court,  so  to 
speak,  by  his  outrageous  behaviour.  Linda 
isn't  bound  to  go  on  mourning  indefinitely  in 
crimped  crape  for  a  man  whose  very  last  act 
on  earth  was  a  vile  and  villainous  attempt  to 
take  away  her  life  and  blast  her  character. 
As  her  earliest  friend,  and  now  her  natural 
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})rotector  ' — Basil  roped  his  moustache  coin- 
])lacently — '  I  feel  the  sooner  this  matter  is 
definitely  arranged,  the  better  for  both  of  us. 
P)esides,  you  see,  our  names  have  so  often 
been  coupled  already  ;  Society  has  discussed 
the  thing  so  long  and  so  intimately  ;  there' ve 
been  hints  in  Timth ;  there' ve  been  paragraphs 
in  the  papers — that  I  think  we  can't  do  better 
than  settle  it  off-hand,  as  it  must  be  settled  in 
the  end,  to  prevent  more  talking.' 

And  Basil  drew  himself  up  very  straight  as 
he  spoke,  and  looked  as  though  he  felt  him- 
self already  almost  a  left-handed  morganatic 
husband -in-law  of  the  British  aristocracy. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  indeed,  he  had  more 
than  once  written  down  on  a  piece  of  paper, 
just  to  see  how  it  looked  :  '  Fashionable  Intel- 
ligence.— The  Duchess  of  Powysland  and  Mr. 
Basil  Maclaine  have  arrived  for  the  season 
at  No.  510,  Upper  Grosvenor  Street.'  He 
even  sometimes  calculated  the  chances  whether, 
by  putting  the  screw  upon  the  Government, 
through  Hubert  Harrison,  M.P.,  he  mightn't 
make  it  at  last  '  Sir  Basil  Maclaine,  K.C.M.G., 

VOL.  HI.  53 
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and  the  Duchess  of  Powysland.'  Lindu's 
money  and  title  ought  surely  to  secure  a  man 
of  official  experience  and  prepossessing  exterior 
a  paltry  colonial  governorship,  with  its  usual 
reward  of  ultimate  knighthood  I 

But  Douglas,  looking  up  from  a  pile  of 
j)apers  in  '  The  Queen  versus  Longwood,  clones 
intervening/  answered  with  a  smile  : 

'  Don't  you  think  you  ought  to  make  sure 
of  the  Duchess's  feelings  first  by  gradual 
stages — ap|)roacli  the  matter  obliquely,  as  ir 
were,  and  see  whether  her  affections  remain 
unchanged  towards  you  still  ?  Time  and 
circumstances  may  have  wrought  some  altera- 
tion in  her  heart,  i)Ossibly.' 

But  P)asil  only  puffed  out  a  white  stream  of 
smoke  from  his  ])ursed-up  lij)s,  and  replied 
with  confidence  : 

'Oh  dear  no!  I  can  answer  for  Linda  in 
that,  as  I  can  answer  for  myself!  Ton  niv 
soul,  my  dear  fellow,  I  wonder  you  don't 
know^  Linda  better !  She^s  not  the  sort  of 
Nvoman  who  goes  chopphig  and  changing  her 
mind,    bless    you  !      [    could    see    how    much 
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moved    she    was    when    she    met    me    at    the 
Simpsons'  ;  and  ever  since— thoug-h,  of  course, 
not  a  word  of  the  sort  has  passed  hetween  us 
—I've  noticed  always  how  her  eyes  sparkled 
and  her  colour  warmed  up  whenever  I  came 
near  her.     I'he  hesitation  was  always   u])on 
my  side.     I  know  .  etter  now  ;   \  acknowledge 
my  error  ;  and  T  mean  to  accept  the  affection 
she  offered  me.     Why,  if  it  were  only  for  the 
sake  of  avoiding  scandal,  my  dear  boy,  you 
must  surely  see  yourself  she'd  be  bound   to 
take  me.' 


CHAPTER  LIL 

THE   DUCHESS   ACCEPTS. 

So,  two  days  later,  Basil  Maclaine,  in  his  best 
frock-coat  and  shiny  silk  hat,  with  bland  smile 
on  his  face  and  moss-rose  bud  in  his  button- 
hole, sallied  forth  alone,  on  matrimonial 
thoughts  intent,  along  the  crowded  Strand,  to 
the  door  of  the  Metropole.  Young  love's  first 
dream  was  now  to  enact  its  due  fulfilment. 
Basil  Maclaine  strode  exalted  through  the 
streets,  with  the  double  exaltation  of  a  man 
who  means  to  call  upon  the  long-lost  sweet- 
heart of  his  callow  youth,  and  a  man  who 
means  to  ally  himself  in  marriage  with  the 
Very  Best  People  in  this  realm  of  England. 

The  Metropole  is  well-known  as  a  con- 
venient and  central  hotel  for  families  and 
gentlemen  :   and  Linda   had   engaged   rooms 
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tliere  before  choosing  a  new  home  for  herself 
in  town,  because  she  couldn't  bear  now  to  take 
up  her  abode  at  that  hateful  and  gloomy  old 
J^owysland  House,  which  she  had  refurnished 
and  redecorated  throughout  for  her  unworthy 
husband,  but  had  been  prevented  by  circum- 
stances from  ever  inhabiting.  It  was  hers  by 
Bertie's  will,  unaltered  in  his  eager  haste  to 
die — but  she  could  accept  nothing  now  that 
was  ever  the  Montgomeries'.  So  she  made  it 
over,  without  one  qualm,  to  his  mother,  to  get 
the  hateful  thing  off  her  hands  once  for  all, 
and  took  rooms  for  herself  meanwhile  in  a 
comfortable  hotel,  while  she  looked  about  her 
in  London  for  her  future  resting-place. 

She  was  alone  in  her  sitting-room,  and  dis- 
consolate enough,  on  this  the  first  morning  of 
her  return  to  England,  when  on  a  sudden  the 
door  opened  brusquely  and  a  servant  an- 
nounced : 

'  Mr.  Basil  Maclaine — to  see  her  grace  the 
Duchess !' 

Linda  rose  with  a  faint  blush  and  advanced 
with  outstretched  hand  to  greet  him  frankly. 
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Basil  stepped  forward  with  an   easy,   jaunty 
oonfidence. 

'  What,  Linda  !'  he  cried,  in  his  most  fami- 
liar voice,  seizing  her  hand  in  his  like  an  old 
friend  of  the  family,  '  this  is  just  like  old  times 
— to  see  you  back  again  once  more  in  dear  old 
England  !' 

Linda  was  quite  taken  aback  at  the  sudden 
warmth  of  this  friendly  greeting  from  the  man 
who  once  thought  her  so  far  beneath  his  notice; 
but  she  was  always  forgiving  by  nature,  so 
she  answered  only  in  a  dignified  tone  : 

*  Thank  you  very  much,  Mr.  Maclaine.  I'm 
glad  to  be  home  again.  Italy's  lovely,  of 
course,  and  it  has  taught  me  so  much ;  but, 
still,  I  feel  every  day  my  heart's  in  England.' 

'  No,  really  !  you  don't  mer.n  to  say  so  !' 
l^asil  cried,  delighted,  interpreting  her  inno- 
cent patriotic  remark  as  intended  to  convey  to 
him  a  personal  assurance.  '  That's  very  kind 
of  you,  Linda,'  he  went  on,  dropping  into  a 
f^eat  on  the  sofa  and  leaning  across  towards 
lier  :  '  it  was  Linda  in  the  old  days,  you 
remember,  wasn't  it  ?'  he  added  with  warmth, 
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for  he  saw  the  Duchess  looked  down  at  hi  in 
with  a  faint  air  of  surprise ;  '  so  wliy  shouldn't 
it  be  Linda  now — and  always  ?' 

*  Because,'  the  Duchess  faltered,  settling 
down  in  an  arm  chair  a  little  way  off,  at  a  safe 
distance,  '  so  much  has  happened  since,  to 
make  so  great  a  difference.' 

She  spoke  seriously — coldly ;  she  meant 
liim  to  understand  such  easy  familiarity  by 
no  means  pleased  her.  But  Basil,  too  blind 
to  see,  and  too  self-confident  to  hesitate,  went 
on  with  his  brisk  courtship,  unabashed  by 
her  chilly  response.  He  had  only  to  come, 
see,  and  conquer,  he  knew  :  so  why  delay 
matters  ? 

'  Not  to  you  and  me,  Linda,'  he  answered 
in  his  tenderest  voi(.'e,  looking  across  at  her 
with  a  killing  glance  from  those  really  fine 
eyes  of  his.  *  Not,  Fm  quite  sure,  to  you  and 
me  .  .  .  Linda.  I  know  you're  not  one  of  those 
to  whom  mere  wealth  and  title  can  make  any 
difference  in  inner  feeling.  Where  once  you 
love — J  feel  confident,  I  feel  certain — you  love 
for  ever.' 
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*  Mr.  Maclaine '  Linda  began,  trying  to 

explain  to  him  at  once,  and  deeply  embar- 
rassed. But  Basil  would  not  hear  her.  He 
rose  from  the  sofa,  in  a  very  melting  mood, 
and  drew  a  chair  nearer  to  her  side,  as  if  bv 
unconscious  attraction.  Linda  tried  to  draw 
away,  but  he  followed  her  up  pertinaciously. 
This  was  mere  coyness,  lie  felt  sure — her 
middle-class  idea  of  what  was  rightly  due  to 
her  womanly  dignity.  She  thought  she  must 
be  won — not  give  way  too  easily. 

*  Linda,'  he  murmured,  coming  closer,  and 
speaking  very  low,  *  I  must  explain  at  once. 
I  must  be  clear  wdth  you  immediately.  Not 
one  day  must  you  stay  in  London,  under 
these  peculiar  circumstances,  before  onr  posi- 
tion is  settled  and  announced  to  the  world  on 
our  joint  authority.  I  owe  it  as  a  duty  to 
you ;  1  owe  it  as  a  duty  to  myself  as  well. 
Questions  Avili  be  asked,  and  gossip  will  get 
about.  We'^^'^  had  more  than  enough  of  that 
already.  We've  suffered  more  than  our  due 
share  from  the  curiosity  of  society.  We  must 
anticipate  it  now^  by  a  frank  and  immediate 
public  statement.' 
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Then  he  went  on  to  explain  to  her,  in  a  very 
rapid  flow  of  language  that  quite  took  Linda's 
breath  away,  how  he  •  had  always  loved  her, 
and  would  always  love  her,  though  he  had 
sometimes  pretended  for  both  their  sakes  to 
keep  his  love  in  abeyance.  '  And  you  loved 
me  too,  devotedly,  in  those  days,  Linda.' 

'  Yes,  Mr.  Maclaine,'  Linda  said,  looking 
up,  and  trying  to  get  in  a  word  edgeways,  '  in 
those  days  I  certainly  loved  you  devotedly. 
But  then ' 

He  cut  her  short  at  once,  with  a  man's 
gesture  of  impatience.  '  You  loved  me 
devotedly,'  he  repeated.  '  I  know^  it.  I  know 
it.  I  loved  you,  too.  But  Linda,  foolish 
ideas,  which  I'm  ashamed  at  my  present  age 
ever  to  have  entertained,  made  me  fight 
against  my  own  heart,  though  I  loved  you 
even  then,  and  tried  to  hide  it  from  myself — 
as  1  fear,  unsuccessfully.  You  found  out  my 
love,  however,  in  spite  of  all  my  pains.  Then 
doubts  and  difficulties  arose.'  He  went  on 
with  glib  words  to  gloss  over  his  behaviour  to 
Cecil  when  he  called  on  him  in  the  drawing- 
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rooms  before  leaving  England,  for  of  the 
«cene  in  the  back  bedroom  he  was  still,  of 
course,  entirely  ignorant.  In  his  facile  fashion 
he  explained  away  everything.  He  made  all 
clear  as  mud ;  he  showed  her  how,  in  fact,  he 
liad  never  been  false  to  her.  For  her  own 
sake,  as  well  as  his,  he  hadn't  wished  to  tie 
her  down  to  a  starvation  income.  How  could 
a  man  at  the  Board  of  Trade  have  married  on 
the  screw  he  then  possessed  ? — though,  to  be 
sure,  he  was  much  better  off  now,  since  his  poor 
dear  governor's  death  and  his  last  rise  in  the 
office  ;  but  as  things  then  stood  it  would  have 
Ijeen  simply  suicidal.  He  couldn't  bear  to 
think  he  was  spoiling  Linda's  future  and 
wasting  Linda's  life  for  her,  so  he  tried  to 
break  it  off — perhaps  too  clumsily.  It  had 
cost  him  some  pangs,  he  didn't  deny ;  but  as 
soon  as  he  saw  she  was  really  losing  her  heart 
to  him  hopelessly,  duty  impelled  him  to  break 
it  off  at  once,  at  whatever  cost  of  personal 
unhappiness.  He  had  worded  things  to  Cecil, 
])erhaps,  rather  more  strongly  and  brusquely 
than  he  really   wished,   but  why    was    that  ? 
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Only  because  he  was  so  impressed  by  the 
necessity  for  letting  Cecil  feel  how  inevitable 
he  considered  it  that  they  should  both  be  free 
for  a  time — and  both  outlive  it.  He  had 
never  for  a  moment  imagined  in  his  wildest 
mood  she  would  so  take  him  at  his  word,  and 
fly  off  to  America. 

Linda  listened  to  this  strange  statement  at 
first  in  blank  bewilderment.  She  hardly 
remembered  the  episode  of  Cecil's  visit  to  the 
drawing-rooms  at  Clandon  Street  at  all:  to 
her,  of  course,  the  real  shock  had  come  some 
hours  earlier.  But  when  Basil,  finished  at  last, 
paused  for  breath  and  an  answer,  she  rose  and 
looked  at  him  with  proud  disdain. 

'  I  hardly  know  what  you  mean  by  all  that, 
Mr.  Maclaine,'  she  said  haughtily,  in  spite  of 
trembling.  *  You  refer  to  some  interview  I 
had  almost  forgotten-  But  if  you  think  it 
was  the  result  of  that  interview  that  drove  me 
to  New  York,  I  can  only  say  you're  very 
much  mistaken.  .  .  .  You  have  told  glib  false- 
hoods. .  .  .  Now  hear  the  plain  truth.  .  .  .  / 
was  in  the  back  bedroom  that  morning,  and 
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the  folding  doors  stood  ajar,  half  open.  Yok 
didn't  know  it,  and  I  didn't  wish  to  listen. 
But  none  the  less  I  heard  you  say  these  words 
to  Douglas  Harrison — I'm  Duchess  of  Powys- 
land  now,  but  the  shame  and  unworthiness  of 
them  so  burned  into  my  very  blood  and  love 
that  I  can  never  forget  them :  '*  She's  a  very 
nice  young  woman  to  flutter  about  and  flirt 
with,"  you  said,  "  when  one  has  nothing 
better  on  hand  to  do.  But,  marry  her  !  non- 
sense !  She  can't  be  quite  such  a  fool  as  all 
that  comes  to.  She  can  never  have  imagined 
for  half  a  moment  a  man  in  my  position 
meant  anything  serious  when  he  amused 
himself  a  bit  by  playing  and  toying  with  her!" 
Those  were  the  words  I  heard  you  say  that 
day,  Mr.  Basil  Maclaine,  behind  the  folding- 
doors  of  your  room  in  Clandon  Street  :  and 
those  were  the  words,  the  shameful,  hateful 
words,  that  drove  me  away  at  once  across  the 
sea  from  England.' 

Basil  Maclaine  drew  back,  nonplussed  at 
this  sudden  turn  of  affairs.  To  think  she 
should  have  overheard  that  unlucky  conversa- 
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tion,  which  he  himself  had  altogether  forofotten 
till  that  precise  moment,  but  which,  neverthe- 
less, came  back  to  him  now  with  such  unex- 
pected and  crushing  force  to  checkmate  him  ! 
Yet,  even  so,  he  could  hardly  believe  himself 
checkmated.  Delusions  die  hard.  Basil  Mac- 
laine  had  counted  so  long  and  so  confidently 
upon  the  shadow  of  the  Duchess's  title  and 
the  substance  of  the  Duchess's  dollars,  not  to 
speak  of  that  handsome  and  eminently  desir- 
able person  the  Duchess  herself  (thrown  in 
gratis),  that  he  couldn't  believe  now,  at  one 
angry  flash  of  those  proud,  dark  eyes,  his 
dream  had  vanished. 

'  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me,  Linda,'  he 
cried  passionately,  almost  flinging  himself 
upon  her,  '  that  for  a  single  hasty  and  ill- 
considered  sentence,  spoken  in  pure  chaff,  as 
between  man  and  man,  to  another  fellow  when 
you  weren't  supposed  to  be  by,  you'll  throw 
me  over  for  ever,  who  have  loved  you  so  long 
and  thought  of  you  so  constantly  !  Have 
vou  no  tender  recollection  of  those  dear  old 
days  ?     Don't  you  ever  wish  yourself  back  in 
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Clandon  Street  ?  Do  you  really  mean  it  ? 
Do  you  really  mean  to  fling  away  your  life  for 
one  man's  fault  and  another  man's  folly  ?  Will 
you  never  forget  ?     Will  you  never  marry  ?' 

Linda  turned  to  him  calmly,  and  seized  his 
last  question  with  a  certain  proud  unreserve. 

'  Yes,  Mr.  Maclaine/  she  said  ;  '  I  imll 
marry.  I  remember  those  old  days  at  Clandon 
Street  with  unalloyed  delight.  1  remember, 
too,  the  man  who  loved  me  there  so  truly  and 
devotedly.  And,  what  is  more,  I  mean  to 
marry  him.  In  spite  of  everything,  I  mean 
still  to  marry  him.'  Basil  drew  a  step  nearer, 
enraptured,  but  she  waved  him  oft'  imperiously 
^vith  her  warning  left  hand  held  open  upward. 
'  I  care  nothing  for  the  title  I  took  from  a 
husband  who  never  loved  me  at  all,'  she 
continued.  *  I've  learnt  to  value  a  true  man 
at  his  true  worth,  unblinded  l)y  a  false  love  cr 
a  brilliant  position.  And  so  I've  come  back  to 
England  at  last — to  marry  Douglas  Harrison.' 

'  Douglas  Harrison  ''  the  frequentei-  of 
Good  Society  cried,  drawing  back  in  sur- 
prise,   and     gazing     at    her    all     unnerved. 
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'  Douglas  Harrison  !  How  mean,  how  un- 
worthy, how  unkind  of  him  !  Why,  he  knew 
I  was  coming  here  to  ask  you  to-day — to  offer 
you  my  love — and  he  never  told  me  !' 

'  Because  he  never  knew,'  Linda  answered 
quietly.  '  But,  if  you  care  to  be  my  mes- 
senger, you  can  go  back  and  tell  him  now 
that  Linda  Amberley,  whom  he  has  loved  so 
long  and  serv^ed  so  faithfully,  loves  him  as 
truly  as  he  deserves,  and  has  come  home  at 
last  on  purpose  to  marry  him.' 

*  I  never  felt  so  astonished  in  all  ni}'  life. 
Linda,'  that  eminent  counsel  often  says  to  his 
wife,  '  as  when  poor  Maclaine,  like  a  whipped 
spaniel,  Avith  his  tail  between  his  legs,  came 
honestly  back  and  gave  me  your  message.  It 
was  most  manly  and  generous  of  him.  But 
really  and  truly,  you  dear  good  girl !  I  do 
seriously  think  you  were  too  awfully  cruel  to 
make  Maclaine  the  bearer  of  his  own  defeat 
to  me.' 

THK    END. 
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Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol.VII.  is  in  preparation.    With  a  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introductorr 
Essay  by  [.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex..  7t*»  Od. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.Svo,  4i*.Od. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  Katb 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  5s« 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Od*  each.  i 

A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL   STARBOTTLE'S  CLIENT,  AND  SOME   OTHER  PEOPLE.      With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Fred.  BarnarD;^ [Preparing. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ils*  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROT.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c^^ jCALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ila.  each ;  cloth  limp,  'in,  ttd.  each. 
FLIP.  I        MARUJA. I     A  PHYLLIP  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 
THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    |     JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOVE  STORY. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.— GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  its. 

BRYDGES.-UNCLE  SAM  AT~HOME.    By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  its. ;  cloth  limp,  ii.««.  6d. 

BUCHANAN'S   (ROBERT)   W()RKS.Crown^vo,  cloth  extra,  tfs.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE  EARTHQUAKE  J  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  OUTCAST :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8*. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLEI'E'PdETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por> 

trait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 'is.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  SWORD. 
A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 
GOD  AND  THE  HAN.    With  11  lUus- 

trations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOVE   AIE  FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE  NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.    Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


BURTON  (CAPTAIN). -THE   BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD:   Being  a 

History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Times.    By 
P'r-HARp  F.  Burton.    With  over  400  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3t<s. 

BURTON  (ROBEST): 

THE  ANATOMY    OF   MELANCHOLY:   A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  t^w.  Cd. 

rjAlNE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BYr~Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d."eacr; 
^^         post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  iSs.  each ;  cloth  limp,  Ss.  Od.  each. 
_   SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.  J    A^ON  OF  HAGAR^ |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON  TCOMMANDER). -THE   CRUISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P^Macnab.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tis. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.~LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  p.-<st  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
JUUET'S  GUARDIAN.  |   Dk'OBIYBRB  EVER. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shei'hi: Ki),  and  Thiee  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  In.  6d. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OP    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  1834  to  1872.    Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.    With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  !;i4ii<. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland". 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.  Vol.  L  comcmTslhe  Pl^TompleTe, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  IL,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6w.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.— A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING; 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.     With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  fine  lUusts.  Large  4to,  hf.  -bd..  38m. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  MFsT  H.  R.  Haweis. 
With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  WoDdcuts.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Os. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  K.  Haweis.  Demy  8vo.  cloth  limp,  a».  Gd. 

CLARE.— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clark.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  ^i*. ;  cloth  limp,  38.  6J. 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2«.  ealh". 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.— MYTHS    AND    DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd,  F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.    Crown  8vo,  sloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

COBBAN.  —  TlIE~~CURE    OF    SOULS;    A  Story.     By  J.  Maclaren 

Cobban.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  im, ^ 

COLEMAN  (JdHN)7'W0RKS  BT 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.   Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  34«. 
CURLY;  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  lUusts.  by  J .  C.  Doi.lman.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,  t».  6d. 

COLLINS  (C.   ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo,  2s7" 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'in,  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  I  FROM  MIDNIGHT  10  MIDNIGHT.  I  TRANSMIGRATION. 
BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR.  |  YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.  |  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ids.  each. 
A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.    I    SWEET  AND  IWENTY.    I    FRANCES. 


COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo.  c1.  ex.,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Ss.  6d.  each, 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  i.  Makoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbei^.,  R. A.,  and  J.  Mahonby. 
AFTER  DARK.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  B,  Houghton. 
THE  DEAD  SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

?UEEN  OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
HE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.  With  Ulusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY  MISCELLANIES.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiBRaad  P.  A.  Eraser. 
HAN  AND  WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER. 
THE  BLACK  ROBE. 


THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
LITTLE  NOVELS. 
THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 

««I  SAY  NO." 

A  ROGUE'S  LIFE. 

BLIND  LOVE.     With  Preface  by  Walter  Desant,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier. 

COILIKSUOHN  CHURTON.  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  C^  TENNYSON.    Crown  8-fO,  cloth  extra,  da.  [Shorth. 

k  MONOGRAPH  ON  DEAN  SWIFT.    Crowa  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Hu,  iShortly. 


dOOKS  PUBLISHED  6Y 


COLMAN'S  HUMOBOUS  WORKS  :  "  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  GsoRaB  Colman.     With  Life  by 
Q.  B.  BocESTONKi  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Otl« 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY   INCH   A   SOLDIER .  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

CoLgOBOPN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  a«. 

CONVALESCENT  C00K2RY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryaw.    Crown  8vo,  Iw. ;  cloth  limp.  In.  6d. 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.).  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOOY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    With  65  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  a^is. 
k  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  Ulusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Sq.  Svo,  cloth,  Os. 
PINE   AND  PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ais, 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY  Traced  to  their  Sources  and 

Restored.     Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  !J».  Pel. 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  ils. 
LEO.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '^m, 

CORNWALL.-POPULAR   ROMANCES   OF   THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;   or.  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  Svo, cl., 7a. ttd» 

COTES.— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.     By  V.  Cecil  Cotes.      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Vtm,  ttd. 

CRADDOCK.-THE   PROPHET   OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 
TAINS. By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  8to,  Ulust.  bds.,  8«. ;  ci.  limp,  ^a.  «d. 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  Tn  Two  Series  : 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
SHANK.  HiNE,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols  ,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  Ts.  6d.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 


»■ » 


CUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.     Demy  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  Od.  each. 

IN  THE  HEBRIDES.    With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 

IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  JlHE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  4a  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photograv'ufe  Frontis.    Demy  Svo,  cl.,  Tb.  Od. 

CUSSANS.-A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY ;  with  Ins"tractions~fo^ 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
408  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,,  7»,  6d. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.jvo^cl^3s.6d.;  post"8^Dds..2s^ 
DANIEL.— MERRiE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  tIME:"B7Gi^5i 

*^     Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lift,  6<1. 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST;  or,  Port  Salvation.     B)rALPHONSE 

Daudkt.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3a.  Od. ;  postSvo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 

DAVENANT:=inNtS  FOXPARENTS  0N"THE  CHOICE  OF  ATRO- 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.    By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post6vo,  l»..j  cKvl*.  Od, 

DAVIES  (iDR.  N.  E.  YORKE^l  WORKS "BYl         VS^'^l^-t'^ 

Crown  Svo,  1«. each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od.  each.";        •.-  »i^.-  s/^t 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTJ.  -  ,  »   *4 

NURSERY  HINTS:  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  ahd  Disease,  .         /i-''   "Tltt 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  RaCnrAi* 

AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  Svo.  8». ;  clolh  limp,  ga.  «<|>-^ :  •.  J    ...   '■:.■■' 

DAVlES*  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS,  induding 

Psalms  I.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Unpublished  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Mer'orial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  boards,  13». 

DAWSON.-THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH :  A  Novel  of  Adventure. 
By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  H^von.  With  Two  Illustrations  bf 
Uuus  NiSBET.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3m.  Od. 

•,      .,.  .  ,  ....i  ..  .:-     \j   ^  K. 
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DE  GUERIN.-THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Bkuve.  Translated  from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-boond,  ^h.  ttd. 

DE'MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  RO^M.     by  XAviErSS 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  9m.  0«I. 
l)E~MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  8vc>,  cloth  extra,  liu.  0«1. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  *im, 

DERBY  (THE).-THF  BLUE  RIBBONOF  THE  TURF :  A  ChrodcT^ 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  Donovan.  With  Notes  on  the  Win- 
ning Horses,  the  Men  who  trained  them,  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  and  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belonged  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Betting  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  The  Oaks.    By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Oh. 

DERWENTlLEITHXNOVErS  BY.~Cr  8vo,tl.,  ;j«.6«l.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,J«.^a. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  its.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I   NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.   With  a  NewBibliograpIiy. 

Edited  by  Richard  Hkrne  Shepherd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s.— Abo  a 

Smaller  Edition,  iji  the  Max  fair  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  *i»,  4>«I. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations 

by  C.  A.  Vandbrhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq  ovo,  cloth  extra,  7».  ««l. 


DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  Ll,.D.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7n,  Od. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliograihy. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7h,  Od. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  »». 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fs.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  On.  Cld. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.  By  F.Hays.   Cr.Svo,  cl.,  ««. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of- 
the- Way  Matters^ By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7»»  tfd. 

DrDEroTr=^HE^ARrDdXn3F~ACfING.    Translated,  with  Annota- 

tions.from  Diderot's  •'  Le  Paradoxe  sur  leCom6dien,"by  Walter  Herries  Pollocic. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.    Crown  Svo,  parchment,  4».  6d. 

DOBSONTAUSTIN);~WdRKS~BYr~ 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:    Mademoiselle  de  Corday;  Madame  Roland;  This 

Princess  de  Lambai.le  ;  Madame  de  Genlis.  Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  *in.  <i«Ji, 

DOBSONn[WrT.)rWORKS~BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2hc  «d.  each. 
LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECC^TRICITIES;; 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Kvo.  illustrated  boards,  its.  each;  cloth  limp,  '■^tt,  Od.  each.  w^k 

THE  MAN-HUNTER.  I    TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST!  I    WHO  POISONED   HETTY  DUNCAN? 

A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Oil. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  !is. 


DOYLE  (A.  CONAN,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke  "),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  0«. 
STRANGE  SECRETS.    Told  by  Conan  Doyle,    Percy  Fitzgerald,    F;..orence 
Marryat,  &c.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex..  Eight  Illusts.,  611. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds,,  ijw. 

DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    with  vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  Of*,  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
eraphica'.  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.    Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAiPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains,  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  ol  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

HABSINQER'S  PLAYS,  From  CiFfORo's  Test.  Edit.by  Col.Cu^ixiiMCHAM.  One  Vol. 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7b.  tfd.  eachi 
Jk  lOOIJkL  DEPARTURE:  How  Ortbodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.   With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townseno. 
AH  AMERICAN  GIRL  IH  LOHDOH.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsknd. 

DYER— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  f.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  611. 

p)ARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
*^      tions,  by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  boards,  6**  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORilS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Pbarcb  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  gn. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  9s. 

ARCHIE  LOYELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  a».  6d. ;  post  8vo,  Hlnat  boards,  g«. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-WORDS,   FACTS,   AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7»»  6d.  

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  )lm, ;  cloth  limp,  '^a.  6d. 
FELICIA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin, 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 
EMANUEL.— ON    DIAMONDS   AND   PRECIOUS    STONES:    Their 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  lor  ascertaining  their  Reality.    By 
Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.    With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.    Cr.  Bvo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.   With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  y«.  Oul 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF   PrilNCB   CHARLES    STUART,    Count  of  Albany 

(Thb  Youno  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7*.  6«1. 
BTORIEB  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Oa. 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.    With  70  Illusts.    Eighteenth  Thousaiid.  Crown  Bvo,  Is, 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  A^^^ 

Bent,  A.M.    Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  ttd. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  4..  6d.  each 
THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  k  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  ajuvenile 

Audience.    Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustration<5 
OH    THB    VARIOUS   /ORCES   OF   NATURE,   AND    THEIR    RELATIONS    TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.CS.    With  Illustrations 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

WAR ;  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

FENN  (MANVILLE).-THE  NEW  MISTRESS:  A  Novel.   By  G.  Man- 

viLLB  Fknn,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunning."  &c.    Crcwn  Bvo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

FICTION.— A  CATALOGUE  OF  NEARLY  SIX  HUNDREDTwORKS 

OF    FICTION  published  by  Chatto  &  Win>;us.  with  a  Short  Critical  Noticed 
each  (/o  pages,  demy  Bvo),  will  be  sent  free  upon  application. 

FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.    By  Fin-Bec.    Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  gs.  6d. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  P^ 
iMhaist't  Trsaiurjr,    By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  aC/  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  «s. 


CHATT6  it  WlNDU^,  2U,   PICCADILLY. 


FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3a.  Od. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.    Post  8vo.  cl    3s.  Ad. 

S-?l^y'^„  J2H'^U°"'^°®y  *^'^°"^*^  '^"'°°«  "»<*  Belgium.  With  Sketched.  Cr.dto  iS! 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  exUa.  3».  6d. ;  post  8vo,  Ulustrated  boards,  ^a. 

Post  Bvo,  illustrjted  boards,  3s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADT  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE  SECOND  MRS.  TILL0T80N 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  PORGOTTEN.J^SEXENTY-PIYE  BROOKE  STREET.. 
LIFE  OP  JAMES  BOSWELL  (ot  Auchlnleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings. 
Doings,  and  Wntint^s ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  deiny  Bvo,  cloth,  ais. 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :    A  Romance."  by  Camillk  Flammarion.' 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rick  Stetson.     With  go  Illustrations  by  Db  Bielbr 
Myrbach,  and  Gam  bard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5h. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,' B.D.)  COMPLETE"pOEMS :  Christ's  Victoria 

in  Heaven.  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  tts. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE :  A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  8vo,  picture  cover.  In. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  ttd. 

FONBLANQUE ( ALB ANY).-FILTH YLUCRE.  Post 8vo, illust. bds.. 2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  9s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  I  QUEEN  COPHETUA.JA  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE  T 

OLYMPIA.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  as.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  8vo,  plct.  cover,  Is. 
ROMANCES  OP  THE  LAW.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  «s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  as. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIPE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 
THE  LAWTON  GIRL.   With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6a.  | 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.    By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  bvo,  cloth  boards,  7m,  4»d.  each. 

FRENZEOTr=FIFtY~YEARS'ON~THE~TRAIL:  Adventures  of  John 

Y.  Nelson,  Scout,  Guide,  and  Interpreter.     By  Harrington  O'Reilly.    With  lOO 
Illustrations  by  Paul  Frenzrnv.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.      

FRERE.— PANDURANGHARI ;  or,  Memoirs  oflTHindoo.    With  Pre- 
face  by  Sir  Bartlb  Frerb.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3m.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  a». 

FRlSWELL  (HAIN).-ONE  OF  TWO :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,'2s: 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WOR^S  BY.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  |  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE^>Lp  SHOWMEN  AND  THE  OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.    Edited 
by  John  Lane.    Published  Annually.    Crown  ovo,  cloth,  Is.  6«l. 

nARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo.  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «d.  each. 

^  A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE :  Practical  Advice  as  to  tba 
Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.    By  Gkorge  Glenny. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By  Tom  Jerrold, 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAIDJTHB  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MT  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  ORBW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s.     ___^_^___ 


GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrktt. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3!«.  «d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINlTTHE.    Is.  Monthly.    In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  for  which  this  Magazine  hat 

so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban  appears  monthly. 

*^*  Hound  Volumes  for  recent  years  keH  in  stock,  8».  6d.  each:  Cases  for  btndtng,  as, 

GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  in  November    is. 
The  iSor  Annual  is  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  Author  of  "The  Mysteries  of  Heroa 
Dyke,"  and  is  entitled  BACK  TO  LIFE. 


r' 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Bdoar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  bv  John  Ruskin,  and  aa  Steel 
Plates  after  GaoROK  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6».  6d,;  gilt  edRes,  Tw.  ttd. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Uvo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illtistrated  boards,  3>.  eaclk 


ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST. 
THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 


OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 
IN  HONOUR  BOUND, 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAT 7 

FOR  THE  KINO. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ila.  each, 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 
A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 
BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 
THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 
FANGY  FREE.  I  A  HARD  KNOT. 
HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).— SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  9a.  each. 


DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN. 


JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONOER. 


GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World— Pvgmalion  and  GaUtea — 
Charity — ^The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts— Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretcheu—!>an'l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb— H. M.S.  "  Pinafore '—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  GOMIC~OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H.M.G.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe— Patience— 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Sla.  6d. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  CIRTIIOAY  BOOK;  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  VV.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  h» 
Sullivan.    Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  Jin.  6d. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.  With  a  lUusts.  by 
.  ^,         Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  ttd. 

IHE  FOSSICKER:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  Hume  Nisbet.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3g.  6d. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.    By  George  Glennv.    Post  Svo,  la. ;  cloth  limp,  la.  6d. 

GODWIN.-LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  William  God- 

WIN.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  lt». 

GOLDEN  TREASURY   OF    THOUGHT,  THE :   An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  y».  6d. 

eOWlNG.-FIVlTl'HOUSAND  MILES  IN  A  SLEDGE :  A  Midwinter 

Tourney  Across  Siberia.  By  Lionel  F.  Gowng.  With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
u  REN,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Wkller.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Hb. 

GRAHAM. —  THE   PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:  A  Story.     By  Leonard 

Graham.    Fcap.  8vo^  picture  cover,  jg. 

GREEKS  AND  ROMANS,  THE  LIFE  OP  THE,  described  from 
Antique  Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Konbr.  Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HueffbRi 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Tb.  Od« 

GREENWOOD  (JAMES),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3b.  6d.  each. 
THE  WlliPa  OF  LONDON. J LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 


NIKANOR.    Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chasb.    With  8  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  6s. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3b. 

GRiFFmr^CORINTHIA  MARAZION :    A  Novel.    By  Cecil  Grif- 
FiTH,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.    Three  Vols. jShortly, 

UABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 
**  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  iSs.  each ;  cloth  limp,  3b.  6<1.  each. 

< '-  BBUETOM'S  BAYOU.  1        COUNTRY  LUCK. 


;*  {.  A 
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CHATTO   k   WINDUS,   214   PICCADILLY.  n 


HAIR,   THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  1«.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.  cr.  8vo.  ci.  er,  6..  each. 

NEW  B/MBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW,  t     THE  BERPI^NT  PLAY, 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  H«. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Macuse,  Gilbert,  Harvky,  and 
Gborgk  Cruikshank.    Medium  8to,  cloth  extra,  7«.  «d. 

HAIXn)AjMANDR.).-EV^ERY-DAY  PAP^^^       Post  8vo.  bds.,  2s7 
HANDWRITING,  THJE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.    With  over  loo  FacsimUes 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Fklix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  'Jh.  Od. 

HANKY-PANKY :  A  Collection  of  Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Trictcs,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  4ii.  6d. 

HARDYTlADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     By 

LadyDuFFUs  Harpy.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tim, 

HARDY  (THOMAS). -UNDER   THE    GREENWOOD   TREE.      By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."    With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3w»  Od. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  itm, 

HARWOOD.— THE"llNTHnEARL.    By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    F'^st 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Sia. 

HAWEIS   (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS   BY.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6«.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.    W.th  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN^  With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  la. }  clotb,  Is.  6d.          . , 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demy  8vo doth  limp.  1m,  «d. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R..M.A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS :  Washington 

Irving,  Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell   Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  HArte.    Third  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tts. 

HAWLEY  SMART:=^WITHWT"L0VE  OITUCENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. ^ 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR   OLD    HOME.      By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from  the  Author's  Note-book,   and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  158. ^  j 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6<1.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  fS».  each. 


GARTH.  I  ELLICE  QUENTIN. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME. 
FORTUNE'S  FOOL. 


BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |       DUST. 

DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA.       i 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  Soards,  ila.  each. 

MISS  CADOONA.  |     LOVE-jOR  A  NAME.  xj 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  la. 

A  DREAM_AND  A  FORGETTING.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  la.  6d. 

jfAYS.— WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY  :  A  Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.    By  Frances  Hays. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ga. 

HEATH7-MY~GARDEN"WILD,  AND   WHAT   I   GREW   THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  Oa. 

HELPS  TSrff~AKTffcJlTrW01KS   BY.     Post  Svo.  cloth  Ump,  »>.  6d.  each. 

AHImAb  and  THBDt  SABTERS.   I     SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

lYAN  DB  BIRON  :  A  Novel.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  3a.  6d. ;  po.st  Svo,  illast.  bds..  ga. 
HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

HEEMAN.-A  LEADING  LADY.     By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
of  "  Tbe  Bishops'  Bible/'   Post  Svo,  clotb  extra,  »•.  6d, 


U  BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


HERRICK'S   (ROBERT)   HESPERIDES,  NOBLE  NUMBERS,  AND 

COHPLBTB  OOLLBOTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introductioa  and  Notes  by  '  \a 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart.  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cl.  bdg.,  I'ss. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hbktxea.    Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  0«. 

HESSE-WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.  By  Chevalier 
ERM8T  VON  Hessk-Wartbgq.    With  aa  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3»«  Od. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

lAVBRH  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINOB:  Including  the  Orif^n  of  Si^s,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«*  Od. 

THB  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  By  Onb  of  the  FrA' 
TBRWITV.    Edited  by  Charles  Hinplby.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  li»»  Od. 

HOEY.— THE  LOVER'S  CREED.    By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.    Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  jja. 

HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 
HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the  Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers,    by 
GoRPON  Holmes,  M.P.     With  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo,  1». ;  cloth,  Iw.  Od. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  Od.— Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  fim, 

THB  PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  g«. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fa,  Od. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  ob 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  i|g. 

HOOD  (TOM).-FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Ow. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS :  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Tw.  Od. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE   OF    RABY :  A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  flm, 

HOPKINS.— " 'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ifg.  

HORNE.  —  ORION !  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  7m, 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER :  An  Anecdotic  Medley.  ByTnoR- 

MANBY."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  0». 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

and  other  Pieces.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Epmunp  Ollier.     Post  8vo, 
printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  8».    Also  in  sm.  sq.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  at  same  price. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Oil.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  9h.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 

THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gg. 

HYDROPHOBIA :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System.  Containing 
a  Translation  of  all  his  Communications  on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Rewaud  Suzor.  M.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Og. 

TNGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED  TO  BE  FREE.    With  24  Illustrations 

*     by  G.  J.  PiNWELL.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Od.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.  3^  Onb  0?  TpsM,   growQ8vo,ls.^cloth,  Is.  $d. 


CHATTO   k  WINDU8.  214,   PICCADILLY.  ij 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,  SONGS  OF.    Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Fercbval  Gkaves.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  9m,  6d. 

JAMES.-A  ROMANCE  OFYhE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

_  Ji  M«8.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  la. ;  cloth  limp,  !■.  ttd. 

JAWVIER.-PRACTICALkERAMimX>R~STUDENTS.  By Catherinb 

A.  Janvikr.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^m, 

JAY  (HARRIEYT)7N0VELS  B Y.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  «J«.  en^ 
THE  DARK  OOLLEEN. J    THE  QUEEW  OF  CONNAUQHT. 


JEFFERIES   (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.    Poet  Svo.  cloth  limp.  3».  «d.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |  THE  LIFE  OP  THE  FIELDS.  |  THE  OPEN  AIR. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Waltkr  Bbsant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.     With  a  Photograph  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  eitra,  On. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  9s.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.     With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6)i. 


JEROME.  —  STAGELAND :    Curious   Habits  and  Customs  of   its   In- 

habitants.    By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.   With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 

Square  8vo,  picture  cover,  1m.  ;  cloth  limp,  1«.  tfd. 

JERROLDT^tHETA'raER'SCHTlRT&THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  aiul  hall-bo  nid,  '2m, 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKSBY.  Post  Svo.  la.  each;  cloth  Ump,  la.  6d.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 
CUB  KITCHEN  PARPEN ;  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jbssk.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  '',im, 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.     Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  r-.  6d.  each. 

FINQER-RINO  LORE:  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.    With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.      With    Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.    Edited  by  Colonel  Cunnino* 
HAM.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6115  each . 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WOR^  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Tews."    With  5a 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  It^a.  ttd. 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 
6d. 


KEMPT.-PENCIL  AND  PALETTE : 

Robert  Kempt.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ita. 


KERSHAW.  —  COLONIAL    FACTS    AND    FICTIONS:    Humorous 

Sketches.    By  Mark  Kershaw.   Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  an. ;  cloth,  ^h.  6d. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  BY  THE  MESS:  A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Keyser. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  la. ;  cloth  limp,  1».  6d. 

KINGTRTASKIi:),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3-.  6d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds..  a«.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  L  "J?!?^  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

PASSION'S  SLAVE.    Post  Svo,  Illustrated  boa^dsi  9s. 

BELL  BARRY.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo. ^_____ 


KINGSLEY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  !!■. 
NUMBER  SEVENTEEN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3;  6d. 


KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
tidit94i  witb  w»  iBttoducUoa,  by  the  Marqub^s  of  Uiwjt,  |^.T«  Qf«  8vo,  cU  ^;.,  6«. 


r.  VJjir  ;  rt.     • 

Z4  BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 

KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE   MECUM :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  William  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  In.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  ttd. 

LAMB'S   (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and  Verse. 

*^  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  .:>hbphbrd.     With  Two  Portraits 

and  Facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Tii.  tf  d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3». 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  bv  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  38.  6d. 

LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  igth  September,  1582. 
To  which  Is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1593.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  balt-Roxburgne,  Ss.  6d. 

LANE.-THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 
England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundre<^ 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane- Pools.  Three  Vols,,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  6d.  each. 

LARDER.-A  SINNER'S  SENTENCE:  A  Novel.  By  A.  Larder.  Three 

Vols.,  crown  8vo. IShortly, 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.   ^Vith  lUusts.  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.  extra,  Sa.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  Or  THE  CLERGY :  The  Arutiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.    Posi  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3a. 

Post  GvO,  clocn  limp,  ftu,  6d.  each.  ^ 

FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. \ THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES* 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),  WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.   Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  backram,  5a« 
_     JEUX  D'ESPRIT.    Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  Bvo.  cloth  limp,  ga.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN). -THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.    With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.    Crowu  Bvo,  cloth  extra, 
7m,  6d. {New  Edition  preparing, 

LINTON   (E.    LVNN),    WORKS   BY.     Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  3a.  6d.  each. 
WITCH  STORIES.  |        OURSELVES;  Essays  dm  Womem. 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  axtra,  3a.  6d«  each;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3B.each. 


BOWING  THE  WIND. 
PATRICIA  KEMBALL. 
ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAB. 
THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. 


UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 
**MY  LOVE  I"         J         lONB. 
PABTOH  OAREW,  HlUionairt  ft  Hlitr. 


•.i'l' 


Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  Sa.  each. 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  6d. 

LUCY.-ilDEON  FLEYCE :  A  Novel.    By  Henry  W.  Lucy.    Crown 

Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  Ha,;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  9a. 

LUSIAD  (THE)  OF  CAMOENS.    Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.    With  14  Plates.    Demy  Bvo,  cloth  boards,  18a» 

JJACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERBBA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Bvo,  bound  in  canvas.  9a.  6d.  ' 
BBOKKHWIHOB.    Wi»^  6  lUusts.  by  W.  J.  Hbnnbsst.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth  axtra,  68. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  cli  eitra.  Aa. 
^HQIL  WPfL09l^  CwwB  8vo,  cloth  extra, ««.  '       •**•*• 


eHAttd  ic  WiNbU§,  !Sl4,  PICCADILLY.  tj 


THE  WATERDALE  NEIOHBOURB. 
HY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


ItcCARtHY  (JUSTIN,  M.P.),  WORKS  BY. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  exS;  13^  eS -AlsS 
a  Popular  Ldition.  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6».  each. -And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ol  1886.  in  Two  Vols  . 
large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  «d.  each.  '  ' 

K  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol..  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 
—Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  Sm.  <id. 

A  HISTORY  OP  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra. 
Ian.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready 

,9J'-'^,^J1°*£^°*^®**^*'^**®*''^*'*;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  Ss.  each. 
iiT..  T>r.n.i.»Tx.T»  »„w««r.^,ww>«  MISS  MISANTHROPE. 

DONNA  QUIXOTE. 

THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 

MAID  OF  ATHENS. 

CAKIOLA;  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mr8.CAMPBKLL. 
Prabd.    Fourth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MCCARTHY  (JUSTIN  H.,  M.P.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  las.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.   Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  tfdi 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  1798-1886.    Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6s. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  GLADSTONE,  1880-83.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. 

HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.     Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d, 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.    Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  88. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.   Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  j  cloth  limp,  !•  6d. 

DOOM !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY :  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Bvo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 
case,  ais.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  Ss.  6d.  each. 
Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

„     II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— ORaAN  Songs. 
H    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
,     IV.  Parables. — Ballads.— Scotch  Songs. 

,V.  &VI.  Phantastbs:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portbnt. 

,,VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 

IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.- The  Carasoyn.- Little  Daylight 
X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Broken 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 

THE  COMPLETE  POETICaFwORKS  0F~DR."qE0R3B  MACDONALD.     Col- 

lected  and  arranged  by  the  Author.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s. {Shortly, 

MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.  Bv^gnes  Macdonell. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3h.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS:   Notes  on  Popular 

Games.    By  Robert  Macgregor.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  as.  6<1. 

MACKAYT^iNTERLUDES  AffSUNDERfONES ;  or.  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Bs. 

MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERYTTHITOF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  88  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical. 
BibKographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  ot 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  6d. 

MACQUOID   (MRS.),    WORKS   BY.     square  Svo,  clotb  extra.  7s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
PICTURES    AND    LEGENDS    FROM    NORMANDY    AND    BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  ga  Illustrations  by T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    WithJS;  Illustrationr  by  T.  R.  Macquoid, 

Post  8vo~  illustrated  boards,  9s.  each. 
CHB  EVIL  ETE,  and  other  Stories.   |        LOST  ROSE. 


MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  <or  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and  preparing  Lantern 
Slides.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.    With  lo  Illustrationa.     Cr.  8vo.  la. ;  cloth,  la.  Od. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremkr.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4»,  6d. ._ 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5ii» 

MALL6ck~(W7^),~w6RkslBY^^ 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3s.  $  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Posirivismon  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
POEMS.    Small  4to, parchment,  Ss. 
IS  LIFE  WORTH  LI  VINO?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)  MORT    D* ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  ot  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.      PoSt  8V0,  Cloth  limp,  fJH, 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  ys.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  HARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Illustrations. 
HARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUHOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  234  Illustrations, 

(The  Two-^shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 
ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemblb. 

THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s,  j  postSvo,  illust,  bds.,  Ss. 

THE   AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    The   Adventures  of   Mulberry    Sellers.      With 

numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. ^Preparing. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col..  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

MARRYAT  (FLORENCE),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  8vo,  must,  boards,  as.  each 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  |  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE.     |  FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN  1  SESAME  1    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  39.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  gs. 

MASSiNGER*S  PLAYS.    From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.   Edited 

by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS :  A  Novel.      B^T: 

Masterman.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ija. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByBRANDER  Matthews. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '^i>>. ;  cloth  limp,  2<*.  6d. 

MAYHEW. -LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SlDfi 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 

MENKEN,— INFELICIA  :  Poems  by  Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  With 
Biographical  Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Darlbt,  and 
Facsimile  of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

MlXlCAN^MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

MIDDLEMASS  (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  as.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO.  ^^ ^|    MR.  DORILLION. 

HILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG ;  or,  The  House  of  Life: 

Human  Physiology,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mrsi 
F.  Fbnwick  Millsr.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 
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CHATT6  ic  WiNDUS,  ni4,   ftJCCADJLLY.  J7 

MILTON  (J.  L.),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  l  •.  each  ;  cloth,  1..  «d.  each. 
THE  HYGIENfi  OF  THE  SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet.  Soaps,  Bahs  So 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OP  THE  SKIN.                                                ' 
THE  LAWS  OP  LIPE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  PISEASES  OP  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSPUL  TREATMENT  OP  LEPROSY.    T  .my  8vo,  1». 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  DAD?  Cr.8vo.ls. ;  cloth,  Is. 6a. 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.    Crown  Bvo,  picture  cover,  la. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.         ~ 

THE  EPICUREAN:  and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  38. 
PROSE  AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moorb; 
with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Bvron.     Edited  by  R. 
Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),  STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.  Post  Bvo,  illust.  boards,  as. :  cloth.  3s.  6d. 
THE  DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;   or.  The  Valley  of  Gold:   A  Narrative  of  Strange 

Adventure.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIEJTNOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  od.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 


HEARTS. 
THE  WAY  OP  THE 
WORLD. 


A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINOULAB. 
CYNIO  FORTUNE. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
VAL  STRANGE. 

Post  Bvo,  picture  boards,  3«.  each. 

A  MODEL  FATHER.     |    BY  THE  GATE  OP  THE  SEA. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.    With  Three  Illustrations  by  A.  McCormick.    Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  6». ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN.  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  os.  each :  post  Bvo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS. 

PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestxbr  and  G.  Nicolet 
THE  BISHOPS    BIBLE.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  38.  6d. 

MURRAY.— A  GAME  OF  BLUFF :  A  Novel.      By  Henry  Murray. 

Post  Bvo,  picture  boards.  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

NiSBETlHUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL  UP! "  A  Romance  of  Bushrangers  and  Blacks.    Cr.  8vo,cl.  ex^Ss.Od. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

NOVELiSTS.-HALF-HOURS  WITH   THE   BEST  NOVELISTS"Of 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Ss.  6d.  [Preparing, 

jiXONNOR.  —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD :    A  Biography.     By  T.  P. 

^    O'Connor,  M.P.    Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'HANLONTALICE),    novels    by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each 
THE  UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAHEAU.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Cashbl  Host.  With  q  Illustrations  by 
E.  Bayard.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  68.  t  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3m. 

A  LAST  LOVE.  Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tis.  j 
post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vawdam.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth,  3s.  0«l. 

OLIPHANT~(MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH. |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 

WHITELADIES.  With  Illustrations  by"  Arthur  Hopkins  and  Henry  Woods, 
A.R.  A.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

0*REILLYlMRS.).-PH(EBE*S  FORTUNES.    Post  8vo.  illust.  bds..  2s. 
O^HAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),  POEMS  BY. 

LAYS  OP  FRANCE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 
MUSIC  AND  MOONLIGHT.    Fcap.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
BONGS  OF  A  WORKER.    Fcap.  8vOb  cloth  extra,  7a.  <iA 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRJITHHORB. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

OAOE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 


Cr.  8vo,  c1.,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  9s.  eacb 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PA8CAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITT. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN  MAREMMA. 

BIMBI. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  J  OTHMAR. 

PRINOESS  NAPRAXINBk 

QUUiDEROY.  1  RUFFINO. 


PUCK.  _^__,______ 

STRLIN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  Od. 

SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  OuiDA  by  P.  StdnsT 
Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloih  extra,  Sm.    Cheap  Edition,  illnstrated  boards,  Jis. 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

*-    THOREAU :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  3s.  6d. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Priqciple.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5m, 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.    A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crib,  P.P.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  fim. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis^ 

piece  by  Helen  Patersom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  ils. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each; 
LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD. 
LESS   BLACK  THAN    WB*RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH  SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


cost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 
FROM  EXILE. 
SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 
THE  CANON'S  WARD. 
THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 
HOLIDAY  TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM  TALES. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGB. 


Post  8v6;  illustrate 
HUMOROUS  STORIES. 
THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS, 
THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE.     . 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S  YEAR.  I  CECIL'S  TRYST. 
MURPHY'S  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY.  ^ 
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d  boards,  9s.  each. 
THE  OLYFFARDS  OF  OLYFFB. 
FOUND  DEAD. 
GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 
A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 
MIRK  ABBEY. 
NOT  WOOJSD,  BUT  WON. 
TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 
THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 
HALVES.     I     THE  BURNT  MILLION. 
FALLEN  FORTUNES. 
WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 
KIT:  A  MEMORY,  i  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION  t   Stories  of  Marine  ADVENTt7RE  Re-told.    With  17 

Illustrations. 
THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 
SUNNY   STORIES,  and  some  SHADY  ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Frbd 

Barnard. 

NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS.'*    Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  1«.  6d. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8yo.ci..  3s.  6d. each! 

PUCK  ON  PEGASUS.    With  Illui^'trations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Tfcsi  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Mauribr. 

THE  MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.    Vers  dj»  Soci^t6,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  Posi  8vo,  is.  each;  cloth.  Is.  6d.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  the  Author   |    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."        |    BUBGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.  Illustrated  fey  cTw.  Rbkd.   Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  coTet.  t»> 

LADY  LOVELACE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ils.  


CHATTO   &  WINDU8,  214,   PICCADILLY.  19 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY.  ' 

TH£    PURBUIYAHT   OF   ARMS;    or,    Heraldry   Pounded    upon    Facts.      With 

Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  aog  Illustn.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y».  «d. 
BONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    T^^^i^ted  from'the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a  Life   ol  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOs.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKiS,  in  Prose  ^dP^aFyTlntro: 

duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  Od« 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE  ROQET,  &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  {|«. 

POPE'S  POETTCAL  works.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY:  ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6<l.  each :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ils.  each. 
VALENTINA.                |  THE  FOREIGNERS.        |  MRS.  LANGABTBB'8  RIVIWi 
GERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  js. 1 

Princess  OLGA.— RADNA  :  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  x88x.    By* 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  On,  ( 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY^  "^ 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.    With  55  Illusts.   Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3b.  IM. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh  in  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
BATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  Svo.  cloth  ex..  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERmS  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.   With  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  6d. 

PRYCE.— MISS  MAXWELL'S  AFFECTIONS.     By  Richard  Pryce, 

Author  of  "  The  Ugly  Story  of  Miss  Wetherby,"  &c.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo. 

PAMBOSSON.— POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s«  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  38.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  3s.  6d. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pockbt  Editioi^ 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  3s.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell. 
THE  COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

Helen  Patbrson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  THIEF,  &&    Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.   Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Kbbmb* 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    lUustrated  by  Charles  Kebnb. 
HARD  CASH.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  Geo   ",e  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLAC        Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLIS  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A., 

C.  Green,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.    Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
BINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD   STORIES  OF    HEN    AND   OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illustrated    by  B.  A. 

Abbey,  Percy  Macquoid,  R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.    Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.    Illustrated  bT  Fred.  Barnard. 
BEADIANA.    Whh  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  qf  Charles  Reads. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  StudlesoTDavid,  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  !•. 

BBLECTIONB  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READB.  With  an  Introduction 
^  Mrs.  Ai^BXi  IRBLAMP,  rbU  ft  Stldl-PUto  Portrftit.   Oiown  8to,  buckram,  <»•• 


20  BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY  

RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.).  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3;  6<1.  each ;  post  Svq,  illastrated  boardi,  ila.eult 
THB  PRINCB  OF  WALES'S  GARDEH  PARTY.      |  WEIRD  STORIBI. 


Post  8vo,  illustratec 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  OARDEHB. 


boards,  '2m,  each. 
FAIRY  WATER. 
HER  MOTHER'S  DARLIHO. 


Simmer   (ALFRED),    works   by.     square  8vo,clothgilt,7s.6d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  VAiiDgKHOoy,  &c. 

Robinson  CRUSOE.    By  Damel  Defoe.     (Major'.s  edition.)    with 
37  Illustrations  by  Gkorge  Cruikshank.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  iim, 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Hh,  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each. 
WOMEN  ARE  STRANGE.  I  THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE. 


ROBINSON   (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.     Grown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  6d.  each. 
7'      THE  POETS*  BIRDS.  I  THE  POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE  POETS  AND  NATURE;  REPTILES,  FISHES,  INSECTS.  [Preparing. 

RCTCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Saintb-Beuve.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ila. 

ROLLTOF"  BATTLE  ABBEY,~THE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.  With  Arms  emblazoned  injGold  and  Colours.    Handsomely  printed,  54. 

ROWLEY  (HOiriHiUGH)rW()RKS~B Y.    Post  8vo,  doth,  a*.  6d.  eachT  ~ 

PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
__  MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  its.  each ;  cloth  limp.  Sin.  6d.  each. 


SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS. 


GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gm.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  i2a.  each. 


ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH. 
A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. 


A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY  OP  THE  «« OCEAN  STAR.'» 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 


ON  THE  FO'K'SLE  HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ij«. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3<«.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  lUust.  bds.,  2s. 

MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Od. 


CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

*^    A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  its. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    3  ^ols..  crown  Svo. 

SALA.— GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.    By  George  Augustus  Sala. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boar  is.  g- . 

SANSdiT^SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS :  Memoirs 

of  the^nson  Family  (1688  to  1847). Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 

SAlJNDERS~(JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Oil.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  9s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.    |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |     THB  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s».  6d.  each; 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH. 
THE  HIGH  MILLS.  

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  Svo,  il 


GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3«.  each. 

HEART  SALVAGE. 
JBBBASTIAN. 
ustrated  boards,  3s. 


SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Imerchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geology, 
Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physiography 
Photography,  &c.  Price  4d,  Monthly ;  or  5s.  per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 
W^l  be  had,  7s.  ^4*  each ;  VoU.  I^a,  tg  49te,  qi;^  eagh.  Qasea  for  6ioding«  la.  Qd* 


CHATTO   8c  WINDUS,  214,   PICCADILLY.  ax 


SECRET  OUT.  THE:  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  Wtiita  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  eitra,  4«.  6d.       

SEGUIN  (L.  G.),  WORKS  BY. 

THB  COUNTRY  OP  THE  PASSION  PLAT  (OBERAHHERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  Oil. 
WALKS  IN   ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  i6  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  On. 

SENIOR  (WM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d^ 

SHAKESPEARE,  THE  FIRST  FOLIO.— Mr.  William  Shakespeare  s 

CoMEDiE?s,    Histories,   and  Tragkdies.     Published   according  to   the   true 

Originall  Copies,    London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount.    1623.-- 

A  reduced  Photographic  Reproduction.     Small  8vo,  half-Roxbnrghe,  7m.  ftd. 

SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN  :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.  With 

Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Crown  410,  cloth,  <»m. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN  OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel.     bTwilliam 

Sharp.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6».        

SHELLEY.— THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY   BYBSHE    SHELLEY.     Edhed.  Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Hernb 
Shkphrrd.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  6d.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
VoL     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre. 
spondence  with.Stockdale;  The  W.indering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;   Alubtor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    IL  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  HI.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzl  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets ;  A  Refuta* 

tion  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  WritinjfS  and  FragTnents. 
Vol    IL  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fr.njfments,  tdited  by  Mrs.  SKBLLBY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHEEARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.  By  R.  H.  Sherard.  Crown  8vo, 
pic  ure  cover.  Is. ;  cloth,  !».  Od. 

SHERIDANTgENERAL).  -  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF  GENERAL 

p.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  cloth,  ^48. 

SHERiDAN'^sTRICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Lie  an  d  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches,  Joke?,  &c.    With  10  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7t*,  6«l. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bounrl.  tis. 

SHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Br.\nder  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.    Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  13g.  6«l. 

SiDNEY'S~(SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ^ 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
W'ith  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  l\o,  cloth  extra,  7»,  iid. 


SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  fia,  ei 


each ;  cloth  limp,  9m.  6«1.  each. 


MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE  RING  0'  BELLS. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  

IINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen, 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  ts.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  In 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  oy  Georgk  R.  Sims. 
DAGONET  DITTIES.    From  the  Referee. 
THK  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 

SISTER  DORA :  A  Biography.    By  Margaret  Lonsdalb.    With  Four 
■  lUustrattoM.    Demy8vo,picturQQover,4d.^  cloth,  6<|» 
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SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.    By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iim, 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE) :   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  0».  Od.    


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  AROOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  68. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  «w. 

SOCIETY   IN    LONDON.      By  A  Foreign  Resident.      Crown  Svo, 

la. ;  cloth,  la.  6d. 

SOCIETY  IN  PARIS :  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.    A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6a. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS   OF    ADIEU.      By   Lord   Henry   Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  6». 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    ByT.  A.  SPALPihiG,  LL.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Hm, 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY.       '  \  ~ 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^a.  each. 


THE  MTBTERIBS  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  and  A  BARREN 
TITLE. 


THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 
HOODWINKED:  and  THB  BANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY.       . 


Post  SvOj  cloth  limp,  la.  6d.  each. 
A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFBT 

THE  SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  la. 


•CT  .li   .i: 


SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6a. 

STARRY   HEAVENS    (THE):  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

I <mo,  cloth  extra,  ga.  6d. 

STAUNTON.— THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton.   Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormalo. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  58. 

STEDMAN  (E.  C),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9«.        ■>^' 
THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9a. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :   A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  iia.  6d.;  post  Svo.illust.  boards,  88. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  aa.  6d.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Eighth  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crank. 
JLN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Cranb. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  68.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Fifth  Edition. 

THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Third  Edition. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.    Second  Edition.     |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Fifth  Edition.     |         BALLADS. 

MEW  ARABIAN  HiGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  68. ) 

W)st  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3b. 
CB  OTTO.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3a. 
FAXif BR  DAMIEN :   An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev,  Dr.  Hyde.     Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  la. 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CfiUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By 

C.  Warrbn  Stoddard.    Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3a.  6df. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.  With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alio  Ziu mbemi  Crowa  8vq,  clotli  e«tra«  3a.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3«. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gk^bert  Gaul.    Third  EdiUon.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .-Jm, 

STRUTT'S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES  OP  THE  PEOPLE"  OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time,  Edited  by 
William  HoNS.    With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7h.  Od. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.    With 

a  Map,  and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Tii.  Od. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 
Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7»,  6d. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and  A  TALE  OP  A  TUB.     Post  Bvo,  printed  on  laid 
pape    and  half-bound,  9m, 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Cr.Svc,  cloth,  Sh.  IShotily, 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY.       ' 


SELEOTIONS  FKIM  POETICAL  WORKS 

OF  A.  C.  SWIIIURNE.  Fcap.  8vo,  On. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.  Cr.  8vo,  Gs. 
CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  Ts. 
NOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS. 

Demy  8vo,  Is. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  SeribSc 

Crown  8yo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9*-. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Third  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  Ts. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.   Crown  8vo, 

lOs.  6d. 
BOTHWELL:   A  Tragedy.     Crown  Bvo, 

V^m,  6d. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 


GEORGE  CHAPUAN.    {See  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)   Crown  Bvo,  ds. 
ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Cr.  Bvo,  138. 
ERECHTHEU8:  A  Tragedy.   Cr.  8vo,  68. 
SONGS  OF  THE  bPRINGTIDES.    Crown 

Bvo,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  Bvo,  Ts. 
MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedv.  Cr.Svo  Ss. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  8vo,  98. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  4to.  Ss. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.Bvo  7s. 
MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

8vo,  6s. 

A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  8vo,  13s. 
LOCRINE :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Bvo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.  Bvo,  Ts. 


SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  WithEssay  andTrans.byJ.  Addington  Symonds.  Fcap.Svo, parchment,  6s. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations,  and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7ti,  6d. 

TAINFS    HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

*'  Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  medium  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30».— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S~(BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB:  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.    Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  38. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  WORKS  BY.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.    With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  lUnstrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  ffs. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  ••  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  *'  Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):  A  Biographical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s» 

THACKERAY  ANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents  in 
his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  Every-day  Reading, 
With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d, 

THAMES.  — A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF   THE   THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Kraussb.    With  340  Illustrations     Post  8vo,  Is. }  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


6ookd  pudLiSH^D  ev 


THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3..  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo.  a.,  eiu 

THE  VIOLIH-PLAYER.      |         PROUD  HAISIE. 

CREBSIDA.    Po8t  8vo,  illastrated  boards,  a«. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.  Introduction 

by  ALLAN^CuNNiNcjHAM,  and  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Ta.  6d. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),   WORKS  BY.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  r..  6d.  «ach7 
THE  LIFE  AND  CORHESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.     Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.    With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford.  M. A.  lUusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iim,  each. 
OLD  BT0RIE8  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  Svo.  doth  extra,  Tb.  6d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.    With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion. 

Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 

Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters,  &c.    With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'in.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illastrated  boards,  9a.  each. 


THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  HOW. 
KEPT  IN   THE  DARK. 
FRAU  FROHMANN. 


MARION  FAY. 

MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

THE  LAND-LEAGUERS, 


Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  '2m,  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIOATE.  |  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  od.  each;  post  8vo,  illastrated  boards,  9»,  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  8vo,  must,  bds.. »«. 
TROWBRIDGE.-FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  Trow- 

BRIDGE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tim, 

TYTLER  (C.   C.  ERASER-). -MISTRESS  JUDITH :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. ;  post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  Si>. 

TYTLER~(SARAH)rNOVELS~BY. 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each ;  post  Bvo,  illastrated  boards,  9s.  each. 


THE  BRIDE'S  PASS. 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 
LADY  BELL. 


BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  its.  each. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


VILLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture 

cover.  Is. 

WALT   WHITMAN,  POEMS    BY.     Edited,   with    Introduction,  by 

William  M.RossgTTi.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Os. 

WALTON  AND    COTTON'S   COMPLETE   ANGLER ;  or,  The  Con^ 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  Ts.  ttd. 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKS  BY. 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.  Third  ed.    Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  14>». 
MY   LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 
F.R.G.S.     Post  8vo,  t8. ;  cloth.  In.  6d. 

WARNER.— A   ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dudley 
Warner.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s« 
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WAXFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WJILPORD'8  COUNTY  PAMILIE8  OP  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1891).    Contain- 

ing  the  Descent,  Birth,  MarriaRe,  Education,  &c..  of  ia,ooo  Heads  of  Families, 

their  Heirs,  Ofhcea,  Addresses,  Chibs,  &c.     Royal  8vo, cloth  cilt,  50«. 

WALPORD'B  BHILLINQ  PEERAGE  (1891).     Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers.  &c.     :?2ino.  cloth,  In. 
WALPOri/S  SHILLING  BARONET ACfE  (1891).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kiii«<lom,  Biontapliical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.    3amo,  cloth.  In. 
WALPOKD'B  BHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1891).      Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 

ol  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.  32mo.  cloth,  la. 
WALPORD'S  BHILLINQ  HOUSE  OP  COMMONS  (1891).    Containing  a  List  of  all 

Members  of  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     samo,  cloth,  In. 
WALPORD'B     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 

HOUSE  OP  COMMONS  (1891).    Royal  121110,  cloth  extra,  gilt  ed^'os  .'in. 
WALPORD'B  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1891). 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  I'^s.  ttd.  

TALES  OP  OUR  GREAT  PAMILIES.    Crown  8vb,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 
WILLIAM  PITT;  A  Biography.  Post 8vo,  cloth  extra,  ga. 

WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.    ila, 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY  QUEEN  OP  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,    iix. 

WASSERMANN.— DAFFODILS  :   A  Romance.     By  Lillias  Wasser. 

MANN.    Crown  8vo,  la.;  cloth,  la.  0(1. 

WEATHER,   HOW~TO~FORETELL  THE,  WITH  POCKET  SPEC- 
TROSCOPE.   By  F.  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  la. ;  clotn,  Iw.  <id. 

WESTROPP.— HANDBOOK  OF  ^^OTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.    By 

Hopper  M.  Westropp.      With  lUusts.  -  ■  d  List  of  Marks.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  4a.  6(1. 

WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST;     By  Abraham  ST~Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  Od* 

WHISTLER'S  (MR.)  TEN  O'CLOCK.    Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  papeFTlsT 
WHITE.— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

Whitb,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  titt, 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY; 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6(1. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  38.  6d. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OP  COOKERY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OP  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9a. 

Williamson  (Mrs,  f.  h.).— a  child  widow.  Three  vois.,  cr.  svo. 

WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  a^g  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tin.  6d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE,     With  numerous  Illusts.    Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex.,  68. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo.  la.;  cl.,  l8.6d. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  'dm.  iid. 

WiNTER   (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^a.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE. |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

WISSMANN.-MY  second  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  the  Congo  to  the  Zambesi,  la  1886,  1887.  By  Major  Hermann  von 
Wissmann.  Trans,  by  M.  J.  A.  Bergmann.  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller  and  92  Illusts. 
by  R.  Hellgrewe  and  Klein-Chevaher.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  16a.       ^Shortly, 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG ;  or,  Love  and  Theology.    By 

_     Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^a^;  cloth,  ga.  6d. 

WRIGHT  (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ra.  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 
HISTORY    OF   CARICATURE  AND    OF   THE    GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA* 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fai.rmolt,  F.S.A^ 

YATES    (EDMUKD),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  «iai  eactn 
*•    hAMD  AT  bASI.  i        XHS  SORLORN  HOPE.     |     CASTAWAY* 
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BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 


« • 


For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  i-aj. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 
OK  Maistrk. 

?uips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
he  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abrid^^iiiont  oi 

"  burton's  Anatomy  ot  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  DIcltens. 
Literary  Frivolities,   Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec, 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Oilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Bongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jknnings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Sl«.  6d.  per  Volume. 
I   Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
I   Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Iacob  Larwood. 

Jeuxd'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Lkiqh, 

Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgkicgor. 

Now  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 

New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennkll. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennfll. 

Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Paoe. 

Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Puniana.   By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley, 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Sknior. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  flm,  per  Volume. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's   Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  In  the  Olden  Time.   By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank, 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.   Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     Tames  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Kingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  May  hew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.    Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.   Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte, 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R,  E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced  !    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.  Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's   Diamonds.      By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Nfagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser 
Our  Sensation  Novel.  J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Lily  Lass*   Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
That  Girl  in  Black.   Mrs.  Molesworth. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByUs.  Payn, 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  £.  S.  Phklps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  £.  S,  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  wiili  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R,  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Hbrbbrx  Ward. 


6HATT0  ^  WINDU6,  ^14,  PIC6aD|LLV. 


Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper, 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Douson. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 
Bhalispeare.    By  W.  S.  Landok. 


ittif    LIBRARY. 
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3011  lul  li.ilf-RoxburRhe,  9m,  Kit,  ef»ch. 
CliriBtle  Johnstone.  By  CHAKi.HsRKADa. 

With  a  IMintot^ravure  l-'roiuispicce. 
Peg  Wofflngton.    By  Charlks  Kkadb, 


The  Journal  ot  Maurice  de  Querin. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo, 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Ciiakles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37lliust9,  byGKORGE  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Kood. 

With  85  Ilhistrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehotf, 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Trans.  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  'Jr.  each. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  li.  Ollier. 
The  Natural  History  of  Solborne.    By 

GiLUKRT  White. 
Quiiiver's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.    By  Dean  Swiit. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  Kichakd  Bkinslky  Sherioan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 
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THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


Library  Editions  of  Novels  by  the  Best  Authors,  many  Illustrated,  * 

crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6<l.  each. 

By  iVliM.II.  I^OVETTCAJTIKRON. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 
By  WIIiKIK    I'OIil.IIVN. 


By  ORAIVT  AliliKN. 


Phlllstia.        '■ 

Babylon. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 

By  AI^AN 


For  Maimie's  Salie. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
HT.  AUBYN. 


A.  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARIIVO  OOUL.D. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  W.  BEI^ANT  Ac  J.  BICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 

Vaaw,B*l 


Ten  Years' Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Ifflort  boy 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAIiTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 
esse. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  GIbeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sii'ord. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

The  Martyirdom  of  Madeline. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  I  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 

Saeen  of  Hearts, 
y  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Hauntbd  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


•S     K 


£od  and  the  Man. 
Love  He  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Matt. 

By  HAL.L. 


The  Hew  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor.. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Heir  of  Llnne. 

CAING. 


The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.     |  The  Deemster. 

mORT.  &  FRANCES^  COI.I.IIV3. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.     |  You  Play  Me  Fals 


DERM^ENT. 

CIroe('>  Lov«r8.  ;. 
EJD  WARREN 


Ry  DUTTOIV  COOK*'''    ,   ^ 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.  r»c5^i3 

Ry  WlIililAin   CYPI.es. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

Ry  AI.PIIOIVSE  DAIJDET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

Ry  JAIT1E!§  RE  miiljlE, 

A  Castle  In  Spain. 
Ry  J.  LiEITlI 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  | 

Ry  rrirs.  ANNIE 
Archie  Lovell.  .:  r.    ,;1' 

Ry  CJ.  JflANVlIil^B  ;..FKNWr<rJ' ' 
The  New  Mistress.  .    .         ,,  ^ 

Ry  PERCY  FITZGERAI>I»«  a^^ 

Fatal  Zero.  '        .>^*v" 

Ry  R.  E.  FRANCitLON.*^^  ^ 

Queen  Cophetua.     I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave  ? 

Pref.bySlrRARTIiE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Harl. 

By  ERWARD   GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  I^ovels— continued. 
By  CIlARIiEi^  OIBBOIV. 


The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 


Robin  Gray. 

In  Honour  Boand. 

Loving  a  Dream. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

ByTHOITIAS   IffARnir. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  JIJ1.IAIV  IIAIVTHORIVC:. 


Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentln. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

David  Polndexter's  Disappearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  HEIiPS. 

Ivan  de  Blron. 

By  1HAA€  HENBERSOIV. 

Agatha  Page. 

By  l?Ii«.  AliFRKD   HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  J£AIV  INOBIiOlV. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  B.  ASHB   K.IN6. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  HENRY  KINOSIiGIT. 

Number  Seventeen. 

By  E.  liYNN  lilNTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 
Under  which  Lord? 
"My  Love!" 
The  Atonement  of 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 
Sowing  the  Wind, 
leam  Dundas. 


The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY    W,  JLUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.     Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours.  , 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AONES  MAUBONEIili. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By  Fr.OR£N€E  HIARRYAT. 
Open!  Sesame! 

By  B.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


Val  Strange. 
Hearts. 


Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY  &  HERMAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  OEOROES  OHNET. 

k  Weird  Gift. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— confmM«d. 

By  Mrs.  OlilPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemalne's 

Gage. 
Tricotrln.    |   Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 


Princess 
ine. 


laprax- 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I  Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
AYiliage  Commune 
Bimbi.     I  Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar.   |    Syrlln. 
Guilderoy. 


By  MAROARET  A.  PAUKi. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Paintedt 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Some  Private  Views. 

In  Peril  and  Privation. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Bunny  Stories. 


Waiter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  J  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  CHARIiES  REABE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  AnimalSt 


Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman-Hator 
A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
The  Jilt. 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 
A.  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIOBEI^Ii. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  ^V.  CfiARK.   RUSNEIil^. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN    SAUNBERS. 

Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers* 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  In  the  Path. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novki.s— continued. 
ByKATIIAKIIVE  SAVNDERl^. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |  Sebastian. 

By  HAWI.EV  SHIABT. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  NTSBNDAL.E. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA   TIIOIVIAS. 

Proud  Malsie.  |  The  Violin-player. 

By  FRAIVCES  E.  TROLIiOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovels— continued. 

By  AIVTHOIVY  TROLTiOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann. 

Marion  Fay.  

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 


Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Land-Leaguers. 


By  IVAN  TVRCiEIVIEFF,  Sec. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  C.  €.  FRASER-TYTIiER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  HARAII  TYTIiER. 


The  Bride's  Pass. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 


The  Blackball  Ghosts. 


Lady  Bell. 
Buried  Diamonds. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 

By  ABTEmUS  AVARD.  | 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDUIOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  llAIVIfliTOIV  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 
By  MARY   AliBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  ITIrs.  ALEXAIVDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  |  Valerie's  Fate. 
By  ORANT  AI.L.EIV. 


The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
In  all  Shades. 


Strange  Stories 

Philistia. 

Babylon. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 

By  AL.AIV  ST.  AUB VN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
By  Rev.  S.  BARBIVO  CiOVr.D. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
ByHHEI^Slil^^  Y  BEAUCIIA9IP. 
Qrantley  Grange. 
By  W.  BEHANT  &  J.  RI€E. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'^  Tenant. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortibcy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
*Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAI.TER   BESANT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men* 
The  Captains'  Room, 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  '     "-^ 


POPULAR   NOVELS. 

boards,  Ss.  each. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYIiE. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 


By  BRET   IIARTE. 

Californian  Storiei 
Gabriel  Conroy. 


Flip. 

Maruja. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  1IAROL.D  BBITDOES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 


BUCHANAN. 

The  Martyrdom  of 

Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelarda 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


By  ROBERT 

The  Shadow  of  the 

Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  1IAL.L.   CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.     |  The  Deemster. 

By  Coinnmntlcr  CAIUERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
By  Mr».  I^OVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.      |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUS7CIN   CiiARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  ITIr!9.  ARCHER  ClilVE. 
Paul  Ferroli. 
Why  Paul  Ferroli  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  ITIACIiAREN  COBBAN,     i 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  Alil^STON  COL.L.IN(!). 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

I?IORT.  &  FRANCES  COIiLiINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  Village  Comedy. 
Frances.  I  You  Play  me  False* 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
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Two-Shillino  Hovels— continued. 
By  l¥IIiKlC:   C01.I.IIVH. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  Wliite. 
The  Moonstone, 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Fincii. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
«I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  J  BaslL 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 

Sueen  of  Hearts, 
issor  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  ITE.  J.  COI.QUIIOUN. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  >.  : . 

By  DIJTTOIV  COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  €.  EOBKRT   CRABBOC^K. 

Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  ^VILIilAlTI  CYPr.ES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PHONSE  BAUBET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAITIES  BE  MIIiliE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  T.EITIl  BERIVENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CIIARIiES   BICKEIV.S. 

Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  BICK  BONOVAIV. 

The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Last! 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

By  CORTAN  BOYIiE,  Ac. 
Strange  Secrets. 

By  iVIrs.  AIVNIE  EBIVARBES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  ITI.  BETHAM-EBWARBS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EBWARB  EOOIiEi^TOIV. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITKC^^ERAIiB. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.    I  Fatal  Zero 

The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotson.  \ 

Beventy-flve  Brooke  Street.  ' ' 

/he  Lady  of  Brantome. 
AfiBAIVV   BE   FONBIJANQIJE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRAIVCIIiliOIV. 


gueen  Cophetua. 
ing  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  Law. 


Olympia 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen 

By  IIAROI.B  FBEBEBICK. 

Beth's  Brother's  Wife.  ,. 

The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pre<.l»y  Sir  BARTIiE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Harl. 


Two-Shillino  Novels — continued. 

By  IIAIIV  FRI8WE£iIi. 

One  of  Two. 

By  EBWARB  OARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARIiES  OIBBOIV. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What     will     the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Oueen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


tJtKiK/    (  l«l  A  u»«ji  ,'a:»rw 


By  iriL.IiIAI?I  CMIiBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  HEIVRIT  OREVIL.IiE. 

A  Noble  Woman. 

By  JOHN  IIABBERTOIV. 

Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANBRE^V  HAJLIilBAV. 

Every-Day  Papers. 

By  I^ady  BUFF  US  HARBV. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  TIlOiriAS  IIARBV. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERIKVICK  HARWOOB. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JUIilAIV  HAIVTHORIVE. 

Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.         Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HEIiPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEIi  HOE  IT. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  l^lra.  I^EOROE  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIOHE    HOPKINS. 

'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  ITIrs.  AJLFREB  HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.   |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INOEIiO^V. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAV. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught* 

By  ITIABK  KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KINO. 

A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 


■)r'  "I. 


CHATTO   Sc  WINDUS,   214,   PICCADILLY. 


31 


Two-Shilling  Hovels— continued. 
By  IIEIVKY  KlNQSL.i:V. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

By  JOHN  Ii£Y(».      / 

The  Lindsays.  « 

By  E.  liYNN  1.IIVTOIV. 


Paston  Carew. 
"My  Lovel" 
lone. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord? 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas* 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRIT  \F.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  racCABTHY. 


Donna  Quixote. 
Hald  of  Athens. 
Oamlola. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 

Llnley  Rochford. 

Hiss  Misanthrope. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

Hy  Enemy's  Daughter.  '■ 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AONE8  miACDONEIili. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATIIARINC:    ».  lUACQUOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.         |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  H.  IT1AL.L.OCK. 

The  Mew  Republic. 

By  FliOBENCE   I?IARRYAT. 

Open !  Sesame !       |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  ]UASTEBI?IAN> 
Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANBEB  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN  MlBBIiEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 
By  Mrs.  IflOLiESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDBOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
By  ».  CHLRISTIE  MURRAY. 


Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Hearts. 

Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  -•--    > 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HENRY  MURRAY, 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

ByAIilCE   O'HANI^ON, 

The  Unforesoen.    I  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shilling  Novels— co»/t««f<f. 

By  OEORGES  OHNET. 

Doctor  Rameau.     |  A  Last  Love. 

By  Mrs.  OlilPHANT. 

Whlteladles.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

By  Mrs.  KOKERT  O'UElLiLY. 

Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OUIBA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine'n 

Gage. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Two  Little  Wooden 
Shoes. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Plplstrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. , 

Blmbi. 

Wanda.     . ' 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Rufflno. 

Ouida's    Wisdom, 
Wit,  and  Pathos. 


Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon'B  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


i.':-!. 


MARGARET  AGNES  PAUIi. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Bentinck's  Tutor.   |  £200  Reward. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

ClyfTards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  I-Ike  Son.  "  "'' 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  MIrbridge. 

The  Burnt  Milllon. 

By  €.  £..  PIBICIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDGAB  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  £.  €.  PKIC  E. 

Valentina.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival.    '  •«.*«»' iav 

Gerald.  ,,  ^,,  ,^»,» 


hf;) 
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Two-Shillinq  Novels — continued. 

By  CHARLES  READK. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend* 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  He  Lon^ 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thle& 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Singleheart  and  Doublefaoe. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Anlmall* 


A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The  Jilt. 


Hard  Gash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Grffflth  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 
k  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  RIDBElili. 

Weird  Stories.        |  Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  In  Palace  Gardens. 

By  F.  W.  ROBIJVSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAinXIS  BUNCIOTAN. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart* 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CliARK  BlJSSEIili. 

Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Btav." 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

OEOROB  AIJOIJSTIJS  8A1.A. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JTOHN  SAUNBER8. 

Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  In  the  Path. 

By  KATHARINB  SAIJNBERS. 


Joan  Merry  weather. 
The  High  Mills. 


Heart  Salvage. 
Sebastian. 


Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  OBOROB  R.  SimiS. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds* 

The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Tales  of  To-day.   |  Dramas  of  Life* 

Tinkletop's  Grime. 

By  ARTHUR  SKBTCHluBY. 

k  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  T.  W,  SPBIOHT* 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  |  By  Devious  Wayi* 

Hoodwinked,  &o. 


Two-Shillino  Novels — continued. 

By  R.  A.  STBRIVBAIiB.      > 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  B.  liOUIS  STBTB!VSOIV. 

Hew  Arabian  Mights.  |   Prince  Otto. 

BV  BBRTHA  THOITIAPI. 

Cressida.  |  Proud  Malsie. 

The  Violin-player. 

By  1VA1.TBR  TUOBtVBIJRY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines* 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ABOIiPHUS  TROIiliOPB. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  BI.BANOB  TROIiliOPB, 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.        |  Mabel's  Progress* 

By  ANTHOIVY  TROIiLiOPB. 

Frau  Frohmann.    I  Kept  in  the  Dark* 
Marion  Fay.  I  John  Galdigate* 

The  Way  We  Live  Mow. 
The  American  Senator.  - 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family.  V 

The  Land-Leaguers.  /' 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere.        / 


'J 


By  jr.  T.  TROWBRIBOB. 

Farnell's  Folly. 
By  IVAN  TUROBNIBFF,  &c 

Stories  from  Foreign  Movelists. 
By  JUARK  TAVAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad* 

The  Stolen  WLlte  Elephant. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  en  the  Continent* 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  C.  v..  FRASBR-TVTIiER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SAB  AH  TVTIiER. 


Noblesse  Oblige* 
Disappeared. 
Huguenot  Family* 
Blackball  Ghosts. 


The  Bride's  Pass. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
Saint  Mungo'sCity. 
Lady  Bell. 

What  She  Came  Througli* 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaquellne. 

By  J.  S.  TVINTEB. 

Gavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 
By  H.  F.  IVOOB. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard* 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  liady  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

CEl^IA  PARKER  WOOIiI.E¥. 

Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology 
By  EBI?IIJ]VB  YATEi«. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last* 
Castaway. 


••BBNl  IHAU  AND  Q9t  UMITKD,  ritlNTBRS,  QRBAT  SikFrROM  Hlhlk,  Mfi, 


